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PREFACE. 



How TO LiTB — how to dispoBe worthily of that 
one life which is all wherewith each of us has to &oe 
Eternity — ^is confessedly the gravest problem which 
- a sane man can be called to solve. 

A Imnp of salt is dissolved in a basin of water ; 
the salt is gone, but its savor has reached the remot- 
est atom in the basin. Our onb litb is like that 
lump of salt : gradually it is melting away, and in a 
brief season it will be gone ; but its siror will reach 
the remotest hour in the Eternity to come» 

How is this OKB ufb to be lived ? Where is tlie 
POWBR which shall carry me victoriously through its 
struggle ? It will not do to take me to the monk's 
pillar, or to the hermit's cell — ^you must show me 
how to go up to life's battle, and to go through it, 
erect and unharmed. 

It was a £&ble of the ancients, that the god who 
presided over each river had his residence in a cavern 
at its source. Is not the &ble an intense r^ty in 
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IV PBBFAOB. 

each man's course f Is not the presiding power of 
each man's life at its source t It is of no uso to 
deliver homilies about the beauty of virtue or of 
self-sacrifice, or about the vanity of this passing 
scene ; men go from such homilies, complacently as 
before, to their worldliness or to their sins. There is 
one power, and only one, which can energixe the 
heart And it is the purpose of this book to call 
up certain scenes where that power put forth its 
strength. 

^ I want," said a young corporal one day to Hed- 
ley Vicars, ^ to have more of Jesus in this li/e.^ 
Christ Qruoified is not a mere fund in reserve — a 
kind of ^ extreme unction" — ^to teach men how to 
die ; it is the lever which is to move the life. 

The savage, in certain regions, is said to have a 
belief that the sjMrit of eveiy enemy he slays passes 
into his own bosom — ^g^ving to his heart new cour- 
age, and to his arm new power ; and therefore his 
one watchword is — ''Slay, slay, slayP* Is it not 
true that each new victory we gidn over sin, is a new 
accession of moral power f To retire from life's oon- 
flicts, is only to keep the passion in abeyance ; to 
meet the temptation and to overcome, is that by 
which alone we '* live." 

The Christian athletes here sketched are marked 
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by varying idiosynorasies ; but they all fought man- 
fully th9 good fight, and they all have gotten the 
victory. God's grace " is manifold f and it may 
comfort and stimulate the wrestlers in the various 
places of the field to know that others occupied the 
post before them, and ** stood in the evil day.** 

For the facts in the following Biographies, we are 
indebted chiefly to eiisting Memoirs. And we shall 
feel thankful if the sketches here given lead to a 
more earnest study of the models themselves. 
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IV. 

S|[e pan of § u b i n t n ux 
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V. 

C|fe Christian pother: 
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I. 

JOHN BITNTAN. 



'* Faith ma7 rise into miracles of might." 
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"AH my springa are ia Tiier." — Pi, Ixxxvil 7. 
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''Be this, then, a lesson to thy soul, that thou reckon 
nothing worthless. 
Because thon heedest not its use, nor knowest the 
virtues thereof." 



BuNYAN is his own Pilgrim embodied into life. 
" God," says he, in the prefkce to his Autobiograr 
phy, " did not play in tempting of me ; neither did 
I play when I sank as into the bottomless pit — 
when the pangs of h^U caught hold upon me: 
wherefore," he adds, " I may not play in relating of 
them, but be plain and simple, and lay dow^ the 
thing as it was." His '^ fears, and doubts, and sad 
months," were " as tJie head of Goliath in his hand ;" 
and the very sight and remembrance of them, like 
Goliath's sword to David, " did preach forth God's 
deliverance to him." 

There may fall upon these pages the eye of some 
fainting " soldier of Jesus Christ," whose heart will 
take new courage as he conmiunes with this stalwart 
warrior. 
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CHAPTER I. 



**My tbouifhU m» workinv Ilka a hwy fl»me, 
Until tbolr (tuakfitrloo tUoy UaUsU ftn4 bring." 



Th« WAyntde vin«c«»— Tho young tlnkar^Book t»( HportiH-VUloniH- 
AltprdhannlonK—IUlr-lireftdtb «i»OAp«ii»wA jmmUel— Tbw ft44or— Tb« 
mlUtlttiniin — MArrUgo. 

m 

In one of our wayiiide Efiglifih vlilagoN, with iti 
rustic oroM, md itn Maypole, tind it» aign of the 
^ liming Hun/' thero might be ieon, iome two cen- 
turies ago, of m evening on the village green, a band 
of roystering Imln, intent on certain rude sport. The 
■oul of the fVolic is a broad-shouldered, brawny 
youth, with piercing eye and massive forehead — 
born a tinker, but evidently shape<i by Nature as a 
ftiture ** king of men/* The village is Elstow, in Bed« 
fordshire, and the young tinker is Johk BuNrAK, 

The times are loose — it is the age of James and of 
his ** Book of Bports f and the villagers, young and old, 
** singing and saying very devoutly" omHJ or even twice 
a day at church on Bunday, ♦* retain" most content- 
edly " their wicked life." Our youthful hero falls in 
with the prevailing way— oaths on the green, and a 
devout **Amen" in the Hun4ay-[)ew. **lt was my 
delight," he tells us, *< to be led captive by the devil 
1* 
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6 TUB GOOD boldibr: 

at hii will. I hatl fow equals, both for curfting, swear- 
ing, lying, and blaspheming the holy name of God.^ 
And theso arc no men^ inomontary ebullitions. ^•So 
settled and roote<i was I in these tliin*^,*^ stiys he, 
** that they bi'came a kind of second nature to mo." 

But it is not all sunshine. Even in his ninth or 
tenth year he is scared witli fonrful dreams and vis- 
ions, Olten, after ** spending this ami the other day 
in sin," ho is "gn^atly afflicted, while asleep, with 
the apprehensions of devils and wicked spirits, com- 
ing to draw him away with them." And his waking 
hours are haunted with *' the thoughts of tlie fearful 
tormento of hell-flre." '' Oh, that I wore a devil I" h* 
will whisper to himsi'If, '* for it were better to be a 
tormentor, than to be tormented myself!" 

Awakened suddenly one night in his hammock by 
a violent sea which has broken over the crazy dhip, 
a sailor-lad, hastening up tlie ^* com)>anion," is met 
half-way by the OAptain, shouting *^ Bring a knife 
with you — the ship is going down 1" Returning for 
the knife, he is suco^Oiled on the ladder by another, 
who, the moment he reaches the deck, is washed 
overboard. There is no time to lament him ; and all 
hands labor at the pump, expecting every moment 
to be the last As the day brightens, and the sea 
calms down a litttle, the lad endeavors, with an ill- 
disguised uneasiness, to cheer one of the sailors with 
the prospect that in a few days this distress will servo 
them " to talk of over a glass of wine." " No," re- 
plies the oiher, with tears in his eyes ; *' it is too late 
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JOHN BUNTAN. 7 

now." But, after other four-and-twenty hours of 
pumping, the peril passes by, and another of his 
** deaths oft" is over. The lad is the future John 
Newton, of Olney. 

Bunyan also, in these days of his ungodliness, has 
many bairVbreadlh escapes. Once, " falling into a 
creek of the sea," he "hardly escapes drowning." 
Another time he is precipitated from a boat into the 
Ouse ; but " mercy preserves him alive." On a third 
occasion, being in the field with one of his compan- 
ions, an adder chances to pass over the highway ; 
and, " having a stick in his hand," he " strikes her 
<jver the back ;" tlie animal is " stunned," and he 
" forces open her mouth with his stick, and plucks 
her sting out with his fingers." And still another 
escape he mentions. Now, in his seventeenth year, 
and having enlisted as a soldier during the civil war, 
he is " drawn out to go to the siege of Leicester," 
and is just on the eve of starting, when one of the 
company desires to go in his room. " He took my 
place," says he ; " and coming to the siege, as be 
stood sentinel, he was shot in the head with a mus- 
ket-bullet, and died." 

But these "judgments mixed with mercy" do not 
" awaken his soul to righteousness." He " sins still, 
and grows more and more rebellious against God, 
and careless of liis own salvation." 

A few years pass over ; and he leaves the army, 
and gets married, " Though wo came together," he 
tells us, ** as poor as poor might be, not having so 
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8 THK OOOO BOLDIAb. 

much household stuff as a dish or spoon betwixt us 
both, yet this she had for her part — ^The Plain 
Man's Pathway to Heaven,' and ^The Practice of 
Piety,' which her &ther had left her when he died." 
These two volumes are read, and re-read ; and an- 
other book is read — ^the ^* living epistle" of her godly 
father's life. The result is, '^ a desire to reform his 
vicious life, and to fidl in veiy eagerly with the re- 
ligion of the times." 



^ 
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CHAPTER II. 



"Full of rebellion, I v.ould die. 
Or il^ht, or travel, or deny 
ThAt thou hast aught to do with me. 
Oh, turn my heart I 
It is thy highest art 
To captivate strongholds to thee/* 



, Superstition — ^New awakening — '' Game at oat** — ^The voice from hea* 
yen — ^*»Too late*'— The reproof— Legal working»— Self-complacency— 
The ohnrch-belle— Strirings— The three poor saints— Living eplaUes 
— >** Dwelt alone**— ^Evangelist 

" Man," it Las been said, " with sinuous ease, es- 
capes from lie to lie." Earnest hitherto in worldliness, 
the tinker is now scarcely less earnest in " credulities 
of weakness." At church ** with the foremost," he is 
" overrun with a spirit of superstition," adoring with 
great devotion "the high-place, priest, clerk, vest- 
ment, service, and what else ;" counting all things 
holy that are therein contained, and especially the 
priest and clerk most happy, and, without doubt, 
greatly blessed, because they are servants, and are 
principal, in the holy temple, to do His work therein," 

Cowper has written — 

" For though tho Pope has lost his interest here, 
And pardons are not sold as once they were, 
No papist's more desirous to compound 
Than aOhio grave sinners upon English ground." 
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BunyHD^s whole soul is no\r intent on this work. 
S) stDnji: in a Kttle whiK* dot»s the feeling grow 
upon him, that, (lo.'s ho but "see a ])riost though 
never so sordid and debauclied in his life," he will 
*' find his spirit fall under him, reverence him, and 
knit unto him ; yea, for the love h^ bears unto them, 
supposing them the ministers of God, he feels as if 
he could lie duwn at their feet, and be trampled on 
by them ; their name, their garb, and work, do so 
intoxicate and bewitch him." 

Once more, however, he is awakened to a crush- 
ing sense of sin. All tkis while, he has ** kept from * 
considering, that, what religion soever he follows, 
sin will damn him unless he be * found in Christ' " 
But one day a sermon on Sabbath-breaking startles 
him; he '^ falls in his consoienco under it," and goes 
home " with a great burden upon his spirit." 

The "trouble" threatens to "benumb the sinews 
of his best delights ;" but, before he was well dined, 
it 'f>egins to wear off, and that evening he is at his 
old sport on the village green, "solacing himself 
therewith." The arrow, however, is not gone. He 
is " in the midst of a game of Cat," and is just about 
to " stiike it a second blow from the hole," when 
suddenly a voice darts from heaven into his soul say- 
ing, ** Wilt thou leave thy sins and go to heaven, or 
have thy sins and go to hell ?" At this he is " put to 
an exceeding maze," the Lord Jesus seeming to 
" look dowii upon him from heaven in hot displeas- 
ure." His heart sinks within him. It is now " too 
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JOHN JIUNYAN. 11 

lale for liim to look after heaven.'' C'lrist will never 
forgive him ; and, concluding he may " as well be 
damned for many sins as for few," he " rushes despe- 
rately to his sport again,'' fearing lest he shodU die 
before he gets his '* fill of sin." 

One of our poets has described "sin's round,'* 
thus : — 

** My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts^ 
Which spit it forth like the Sicilian hea" 

Standing one afternoon at a neiglibor's shop-window, 
-he begins to "curse and swear and play the mad- 
man" after such a fashion, that tlie woman of the 
house, overhearing him, comes out, and, though her- 
self " a YCTj loose and ungodly wretch," protests that 
it "makes her tremble to hear him." "You're 
enough," she adds, " to spoil all the youth of the 
town, if they come but in your company." At this 
reproof he is "silenced;" and he hangs down his 
head, " wishing with all his heart he were a liMe 
child again, that his father might teach him to speak 
without swearing." 

The swearing is now abandoned, so that ^Mt is a 
wonder to himself to observe it." And the conver- 
sation of " one poor man," who " did talk pleasantly 
of the Scriptures," leads him to " his Bible," which 
he " begins to take great pleasure in reading, espe- 
cially the historical part thereof ;" — though, ** as for 
Paul's Epistles and such-like Scriptures," he " can- 
not away with them — being as yet ignorant, either 
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12 THE GOOD soldier: 

of the corruptions of his nature, or of tho want and 
worth of Jesus Christ to save him." 

A new enterprise now engages him. **I fell," 
says he, " to some outwar^i rerorroation, both in my 
words and in my life, and did set the commandments 
before me for my way to heaven ; which command- 
ments I also did strive to keep, and, as I thought, 
did keep tliem pretty well sometimes, and then I 
would have comfoil ; yet now and then should break 
one, and so afflict my conscience : but then I would 
repent, and sny I was sorry for it, and would promise 
Qod to do better next time, and there get help again ; 
for then I thought I pleased God as well as any 
man in England." 

This process continues for about a year, all which 
time his neighbors " take him to be a very godly 
man — a new and religious man, marvelUng much to 
see such great and famous alteration in his life and 
manners." And great is his self-complacency as he 
hears the people^s comments on him. " Now," says 
he, '^they began to praise, to commend, and to speak 
well of me, both to my f^ice and behind my back. 
Now I was, as they said, become godly ; now I was 
become a right honest man« But oh ! when I un- 
derstood those were their words and opinions of me, 
it pleased me mighty well. For, though as yet I 
was nothing but a poor painted hypocrite, yet I 
loved to be talked of as one that was truly godly. I 
was proud of my godliness." 

But the conscience is not at rest He has ^ taken 
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JOHN BUNTAN. 13 

much delight in ringing the church bells ;** but now 
he " begins to think, How if one of them should 
tall?" For safety, he first "chooses to stand under 
a main beam which lay athwart the steeple ;" but 
" then," says he, "I thought again should the bell 
fall with a swing, it might first hit the wall, and 
then, rebounding upon me, might kill me, for all 
this beam.'' He next " stands in the steeple-door," 
thinking now he is safe enough ; for, if the bell 
should fall, he can ^slip out behind those thick 
walls." But standing there one day, " it comes into 
his head. How if the steeple itself should fall ?" And 
" this thought continually so shakes his mind, that 
be dares not stand at the steeple-door any longer, but 
is forced to flee." 

These are real, not ima^nary fears. " Poor wretch 
that I was," he says, **I was all this while going 
about' to establish my own righteousness ; and I had 
perished therein, had not God in mercy showed me 
more of my state by nature. If I had died thus, my 
state had been most fearful." 

A better day, however, is now to dawn. Saunter- 
ing^ one morning, along a street in Bedford, in pur- 
suit of his calling as a tinker, he stumbles upon 
** three or four poor women sitting at a door, in the 
sun, talking of the things of God." John stands still, 
and listens. " Their talk is about a new birth, the 
work of God in their hearts, as also how they were 
convinced of> their miserable state by nature ; they 
tell how God has visited their souls with His love in 
2 
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14 THR OOOD SOLDIER : 

the Lord Jesus ; moveoyer, they reason of the sug- 
gestions nud temptations of Sntan, and tell to each 
other bj what iiicrms tliey have l>eeu afflicted, and 
how they were borne up under his assaults. They 
also discourse of their own wretchedness of hearty 
and of their unbelief con tern nin^r, tdightipg, and ab- 
horring their own righteousness, as filthy and insuffi- 
cient to do them any good." 

This is a new region to liinu *^ I heard," says be, 
^ but understood not ; for they were &r aboye, out 
of my reach." And yet there is something about 
these humble Christians which bespeaks an intense 
reality. ^^ Methought," says Bunyan, ^ they spake as 
if joy did make them speak ; they spake with such 
pleasantness of Scripture hinguage, and with such 
appearance of grace in all they said, that tbey were 
to me as if they had found a new world — ^as if they 
were * people that dwelt alone.' " 

The result is, a harrowing of soul such as he has 
not yet known. His heart ^^ begins to shake ;" for 
he sees that, in all his thoughts *^ about religion and 
salvation," the new birth has never entered i^to his 
mind. He goes to his employment, but his heart 
^^ tarries with them ;" and often he '^ makes it his 
business to be going again and again into their com- 
pany," being greatly affected with their words, both 
because he has been convinced by them that he 
" wants the tokens of a truly godly man," and also 
because they have taught him '^the happy and 
blessed condition of him that is such an one." 
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These three poor saiutB are his ^^Evangelist," at 
once deepening his comdctiotis of sin, and pointing 
him hopefully to the wicket-gate and to the cross. 
" A very great softness and tenderness of heart," he 
says, *^ now came upon me, so that it lay like a horse* 
leech at the vein, still crying out, * Give, give 1' I 
was BO fixed on eternity, that neither pleasures, nor 
profits, nor persuasions, nor threats, could loose me or 
make me let go my hold." 



y Google 



CHAPTER III. 

**Hi0t thou Mon th« ripening ronebud rMoh tha bMoty of tiia fl«w«r f 
Marked the sammer clouU-btreAks gmthor till they bring the drench- 
ing shower f '*. 

The grejr di^wn— ** Read Biblo with new eyee^^^The sonken ^k— 
Teet of fid th— The miracle— Waking vialon— The mountain— Two 
stdea— The narrow gap— Temptations— ** Elected f"—** Day of graoo 
past ?*^— Yet room— Broad seal of heaven. 

Hbrbbrt, in one of his Odes, has written — 

" Of wbat an easy, quick aoceos, 
My blessed Lord, art tiiou ! how suddenlj 

May our requests thine ear invade 1 
If I but lift mine eyes, my suit is made : 
Thou canst no more not hear, than thou canst die.** 

And Bunyan is, one day, to comprehend this truth, 
and to delineate it with a i^atchless pathos in the 
Boene at the Cross. But, as yet, it is only the grey 
dawn of day. 

The dawn, however, is gradually brightening ; and 
from the Word the cheering beams shine. " Now, 
methought," he says, " I looked into the Bible with 
new eyes, and read as I never read before; and 
especially the epistles of Paul were sweet and pleas- 
ant to me.^' He is ^^ never out of the Bible, either 
by reading or by meditation — still crying out to 
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God, Umt Lo may know the truth, and tho way to 
heaven ami glory." 

like many earnest souls at this staple, he is driven 
upon the rocks of inward frames. This always ** is 
running in his mind, * But how it* I want faith ? how 
can I tell I have faith V " Travelling one afternoon 
from Elstow to Bedford, *Uhe temptaiion is hot" 
upon him to say to " the puddles in the horsepads, 
* Be dry ;' and to the dry places, * Be you puddles ? '' 
If lie can work tho miracle, it will prove he ** has 
fiiith indeed." But, just as he is about to i^peak, the 
thought comes into his mind, — ^** But go under yon- 
der hedge and pray first, that God would make you 
able." And another thought *^ comes hot" upon him 
— "What if I pray, and try to do it, and yet do 
nothing, notwithstanding ? then to be sure I have no 
faith, but am a castaway, and am lost." 

Grotesque as this appears, is it not in substance 
the method adopted by ** fearftil" souls to ascertain 
their standing before Gkxl ? They do not command 
the "puddles" to betome dry ground, or wait for 
the " troubling" of the Bethesda pool ; — ^but do not 
they look iato the " waters" of their own inward 
frames, and, according as these waters are " troubled" 
or stagnant, are not they joyous or joyless ? 

A kind of waking vision opens to him a glimpse 
of the way of life. The poor saints of Bedford he 
sees one day as if on the sunny side of some high 
mountain, refreshing themselves with the pleasant 
^beams of the sun ; while he himself is shivering and 
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ahriiiking in tho cold, nfllw U'd ^^ith frost, snow, and 
dark cloutls. " Motlioiv^ht, nlso/' he sap, "betwixt 
roe and thnn I naw n %\:.!!, which did conipnss aU^ut 
this niountjtin. Now, thnxi^h this wall, my soul <iid 
gieatly dohiw to j.i-vs — coiicludinpf that, if 1 could, I 
would even iro into tho midst of them, and there also 
comfort mvM'lf with tlie heat of their sun/' But is 
there a way throujj^h tho wall ? After a lonp^ search, 
at last he discovers '' a nirrow gap, like a little door- 
way, very straii^ht, and narrow.'' lie lahors to get 
in, but in vain — even until he is "well-nigh quite 
beat out" At len^^th, with great stiiving, he at first 
gets in his head, and then, " by a sideling striving," 
his ** shoulders, and his whole Ixxly." Exceeding 
glad, he goes and sits down in the midst of them, and 
so is "comforted with the light and heat of their sun." 
The vision is thus " made out" to him : The 
mountain is the living Church ; the sun which shone 
upon it, " the (*omfortable shining of God's merciful 
fiioe on them that are therein ;" the wall is that which 
^does make separation betwixt the Christians and 
the world ;" and the gap in the wall is "Jesus Christ, 
the way to God the Father — * I am the way, and the 
truth, and the life ; no man cometh to the Father 
but by me.' " And, " fora«uuich as the i)a8sage was 
wonderful narrow," it sliows him that none can enter 
life but those who art* in downright earnest, and un- 
less also they leave that wicke<l world l)ehind them ; 
for hero is only r(v>m for body and soul, but not for 
body, and sou), and sin. 
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Still he does not personally " sit in the sunshine." 
One temptation besets him, and then another, and 
another. " Am I elected ?" at times so " offends and 
discourages" him, that, though he is " in a flame to 
find the way to heaven and glory, and though noth- 
ing can beat him off," he is " as if the very strength 
of his body also were taken away by the force and 
power thereof." 

" You had as good leave off," whispers Satan to 
him one day, " and strive no further ; for if, indeed, 
you should not be elected and chosen of God, there 
is no hope of your being saved ; * for it is not of him 
that willeth, nor of him that runneth, but of God 
that showeth mercy.' " 

Driven to his wits' end, he is " ready to sink where 
he is, with faintness of mind." But one night, as he 
is now " quite giving up the ghost of all his hopes 
of ever attaining life," the thought occurs to him — 
" Begin at the beginning of Genesis, and read to the 
end of the Revelation, and see if you can find that 
there were ever any that trusted in the Lord and 
were confounded." That thought "doth still oft- 
times," he says, " shine before my face." 

Another temptation tries him — " How if the day 
of grace should now be past and gone? How if you 
have overstood the time of mercy?" He goes up 
and down, bemoaning his sad condition, counting 
himself " far worse than a thousand fools for standing 
off thus long, and spending so many years in sin." 
** Oh 1" he cries, " ^hst I had turned sooner ! Oh, 
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tbat I turned seven yean ago T For many daja he 
18 " vexed with this fear," until he is ^ scarce able to 
take one step more.'* At length, however, these 
words break in upon his mind — ^ Compel them to 
come in, that my house may be filled f and ^ yet thers 
is room." There must still be place enough in heaven 
for him i for did not the Lord Jesus, in speaking 
these words, think individually of him? This he 
'^ verily believes." And the comfort is the greater^ 
that the Lord should have thought of him so long 
ago, and should have spoken those words on purpose 
for his sake. 

And another temptation besets him — ^to ^ return 
agdn to his old ways." But one thought at such 
moments always outweighs every other — "that sound 
sense of death, and of the day of judgment, which 
abides, as it were, continually in his view." 

Is it not the want of this " sound sense of a com- 
ing judgment" which encumbers the Church with so 
many loiterers, and so many lookers-back ? 

" I sum up half maDkiiid, 
And add two-thirds to the remaining hal^ 
And find the total of their hopes and feara 
Dreams, empty dreams.*' 

The Church in Sodom consisted of four members : 
of these how many were true souls 9 

The goodly tents of Israel grow gradually more 
attractive in his eyes. How " lovely" now is " every 
one that he thinks to be converted, whether man or 
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woman I They shine ; they walk like a people who 
carry the broad seal of heaven about them.'' Christ 
^ called unto Him whom He would." Never does 
he read of* any whom Christ called but he presently 
wishes — '^ Would I had been in their clothes I would 
I had been bom 'Peter I would I had been bom 
John ! or, would I had been by and had heard Him, 
when He called them ! how would I have cried, * O 
Lord, call me also !' " 
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CHAPTER IV. 

** IfMt thou watohod th« dAwn ofsaiillKbt brighten Into p«rftet d*/? 
H«on tti« ripplod wavcR of owM iMtiod to surf, and foam, and spmy f ** 

Tb« Doflfiird centurion -Tho oteap*— The gtmlnK'tebl*— ** Orent 
poiioo*'^T)io piutor— Int4«rviowf Two woDd«r»— Inward pollution 
—Tho crow -" My lovo*'— KmL 

TifxnR HvcmI at that timo in Dedford a minister of 
()o<l*8 Word, who had paKAod through a atraoge bap- 
tisin. Ori^nnlly a major in iho army, and a devoted 
royalist, ho hwl bwn apjireliondod with eleven others, 
and iK'on iicntt'nwd to doath. It is the eve of the 
fatal day, and his sistor comes in to bid him a last 
farewell. The guard Ih aHloop, and his companions 
are intoxioalod, " Why not," she whispers, as she 
enters tho coll, "oscajM) instantly for your life!" 
Oautioiwly sU^aling his way out, he lies concealed for 
three days in the bottom of a gn^at ditch, and tlien 
fli(*R in dlHguise to Loudon, 

After a while, returning to Bedford, he bethinks 
him of venturing upon tho praqtice of physic. One 
niglit, at tho gamhi]u;'-tablc, having lost a considerable 
sum, ho is plunged into tlio moat horrible profane- 
*noas, raging at the providonoo of God, and threaten- 
ing to put an ond to his lifo. Ho gains his own 
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chamber ; and, as he sits solitary and in despair, a 
sentence catches his eye, in a book lying open on the 
table. Conscience is smitten, and for a month he 
has no rest. But at length the way of forgiveness 
through the atoning blood of Christ comes home to 
him so sweetly and so forcefully, that his whole soul 
is filled with joy and peace ; so that, for " five years 
together, he never loses for one hour the comfortable 
light of God's countenance." 

Like Saul of Tarsus, he ^ assays to join himself to 
the disciples ;" but so notorious has been his enmity 
to serious godliness, and also so exceedingly vile liis 
life, that only a warm attachment and a naturally 
bold spirit secured for him a place in their fellow- 
ship. Beginning, however, bye and bye to speak 
the Word of God — ^at first in private, and afterwards 
more publicly — John Gifford is attended with so re- 
markable a blessing, that the people with one consent 
choose him as their pastor ; and he gives himself up 
to serve them in the Gospel of His Son. 

Among the humble flock of this true minister are 
the " three poor women." Breaking his mind one 
day to these saints, Bunyan is named by them to Mr. 
Gilford. After a private interview with hira, he in- 
vites liim repeatedly to his house, to hear him *' con- 
fer witli others about the dealings of God with their 
souls." The result is, a deeper conviction of "the 
vanity and inward wretchedness of his wicked heart" 
— ^liis inward exercises being only " as a clog on the 
leg of a bird, to hinder it from flying." 



y Google 




24 THE GOOD soldisb: 

Yet the case i» not so de^rate as to himself it 
seems. 

"Fractores well cored, make us more strong." 

He who has been ** breaking^ these ^ bones" is pre- 
paring for the troubled man a firm and lasting joy. 
But Satan does not willingly let go such a prey. 
The tinker is like the child brought to Christ, who, 
"" while he was jet coming to Him, was thrown down 
by the devil, and also so rent and torn by him that 
he lay and wallowed, foaming." 

Drawing nearer into Ool's own light, he sees 
things now more in their true proportions. Two 
things especially often make him wonder. The one 
is, when he finds ^ old people hunting after the things 
of this life, as if they should live here always ;" the 
other is, when he sees '* professors much distressed 
and cast down when they meet with outward losses." 
'* Lord, thought I, what ado is here about such little 
things as these ! WItkt seeking after carnal things 
by some, and what grief in others for the loss of 
them!" 

And another reality which grows more vivid to 
him is his " original and inward pollution." He " sees 
it at a dreadful rate;" it is always ^^ putting itself 
forth within him," and he "has the guilt of it to 
amazement." He feels as if none but the devil him- 
self could " equalize him for inward wickedness and 
pollution of mind ;" sin and corruption as naturally 
bubble out ©f his heart as water out of a fountain. 
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He is ^ more loathesomo in his own eyes than a toad ;** 
and he *^ thinks he is so in God's eyes, too.** And 
yet ** this sight and sense of terror of his own wiok* 
edness he is afraid to let go quite off his mind ;" for 
he finds that, ^* unless guilt of conscience be taken off 
in the right way, that is, by the blood of Christ,'* a 
man " grows rather worse for the loss of his trouble 
of mind." 

But God's ^ comforting time" is now come, 

" Sweeten at leng^ this bitter bowl, 
Which thou bast poured Into my soul: 
Thy wormwood turn to health ; winds to (ak weather." 

Now in sight of the Cross, he begins to lift up hope- 
fully and expectingly this prayer. 

One day, in the humble meeting, a preacher is 
discoursing most tenderly of Christ's grace to sinners. 
Bunyan is there ; and two simple words* fix them*- 
selves in his mind, and reach his bleeding heart. 
" What I" he thinks, " / loved by Him when loveless I 
loved without a cause! loved, though despised by 
the world I loved, when tempted and self-destroyed P 
And as he saunters homewards, the words ^ twenty 
times together kindle in his spirit," until, *^ waxing 
stronger and warmer," they ^ begin to n:iake him 
look up." 

Days pass on, and the "Word over and over 
again makes this joyfiil noise within his soul — 
* Thou art my love ; thou art my love ; and nothing 

♦ " My love."— Song of SoL, iv. 1. 
8 
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shall sepaimto thee from my love.'** His heart la 
now ** filled full of oomibrt and hope f now he ** can 
believe that his sins will be forgiven him." And so 
taken is he with the love and mercy of God, that lib 
leels as if he ^ could speak of it to the very crows 
which sit upon the ploughed land by the wayside, 
were they capaUe to understand him." 

It is the ^ pilgrim" gazing at the Crucified, until 
his burden sinks into the open grave, and until the 
tear of lowly thankfulness glistens in his beaming 
eye. And now he can sing with his own Pilgrin 

" Thus far did I oome laden witli my sin; 
Nor oould tfught ease the burden I was in 
Till I came hither : what a place is this! 
Must here be the beginning of my bliss ? 
Must here the burden fall from off my back? 
Must here the strings that bound it to me crack f 
Blest cross 1 blest sepulchre 1 blest rather be 
The Man that there was put to shame for mel" 



y Google 



OHAPTEB V. 



** Sin being gone, oh ] Hil tlM plfloe,. 
And keep possession, as with thy graee." 

The honse Beantiftil and the oonflict— ApoIIyon— '*A rery great 
- rtorm"— **A thoosand pounds for a tear "—" Alone, alone P 

— ^"I will cool you"— The sword— ** A good word*'— "A sweet. 

glance"— A wayside musing- Fireside message— Bight mind^ 

Palthfbl— Mr. GliRMfd— «* Former and latter rato." 



" The Church militant," it has been said, "^ inherits 
the condition of Jesns Christ." It endures His con- 
flict ; otherwise it is not the Church. 

And each member of the body has the same con- 
flict ; so that, if suddenly the Church were reduced 
to one living person, ^ nothing would be changed 
but the number" — that one individual would "fill 
up that which is behind of his afflictions." The 
same conflict, therefore, awaits Christ's good soldier. 
In Christ's afflictions, what feature more marked than 
His confflct with the tempter I 

Before the Pilgrim met Apollyon, he had been 
"harnessed from head to foot" with armor. Bunyan 
himself is less fully girded. 

A presentiment, indeed, of coming peril is not 
wanting. " About a week or a fortnight after this," 
he tells us, " I was much followed by that Scripture, 
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* Simon, Simon, behold, Satan hatli desired to have 
you ;* and sometimes it would sound as loud within 
me, jea, and as it were call so strongly after me, 
that onoe, above all the rest, I turned my head over 
my shoulder, thinking verily that some one behind 
had called me. It came, as I have thought sino^, 
to stir me up to prayer and watchfulness — to ac- 
quaint me that a doud and a storm were coming 
down upon me." 

But he " understands it not" And so, ere long, 
** a veiy great storm" does come down. Deep calla 
to deep; darkness seizes upon him; bhisphemoua 
suggestions ** do so overweigh his heart, both with 
their number, continuance, and fiery force, that he 
feels as if God has given him up to them, to be car- 
ried away by them as by a mighty whirlwind." 

The temptation Lists *' about a year." Fearing at 
times that he may have committed the sin against 
the Holy Ghost, he " envies the condition of the dog 
and of the toad ;" counting " the estate of everything 
that God has made &r better than this dreadful state 
of mind." His heart, too, is so " exceeding hard, that, 
if he should give a thousand pounds for a tear, he 
cannot shed one; no, nor sometimes scarce desire 
to shed one." Some he sees, wIlo can mourn and 
lament their sin ; others who can rejoice and bless 
God for Christ ; and others again, who can quietly 
talk of and gladly remember the Word of God : but 
he himself is only in the ^ storm and tempest," and 
there, as he thinks, alone — 
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** Alone, alone— in the world alone ; 
Pacing the deaert wild." 

And yet not alone ! The devil will be ^ contina- 
ally at him in time of prayer, to have done — ^to 
break off." " Make haste," he will whisper to him ; 
** you have prayed enoagh ; and stay no longer." 

At other times, *'when laboring to compose his 
wandering thoughts and to fix them upon Gk>d," he 
will '* with great force distract and confound him, 
by presenting to his fancy the most silly and trifling 
objects." 

And again, when he *' has some strong and heart- 
affecting apprehensions of God," his heart '* putting 
itself forth with inexpressible groanings," Satan will 
come to him, saying — " You are very hot for mercy ; 
but I will cool you — ^this frame shall not last always. 
Many have been as hot as you for a spirt ; but I have 
quenched their zeal." 

At that he will remember some who have ^' fallen 
of^" and will begin to tremble lest he should '^ do so 
too." 

''But I am so glad that this has come into my 
mind : I will watch, and take what care I can." 

"Ah ! though you do," Satan whispers, "I shall 
be too hard for y^u ; I will cool you insensibly, by 
degrees, by little and little. What care I, though I 
be seven years in chilling your heart, if I can do it 
at last ? Continual rocking will lull a crying child 
asleep : I will ply it close but I will have my end ao- 
oomplished. Though you be burning hot at {^esent, 
8* 
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I on poll joa from tUi fife; I shall hme yon oold 
before it be long.** 

(kaaping his swoidf the brave warrior eiciaima : — 
"I am persuaded that neither death, nor life, nor 
ao^ieb, nor principalities, nor powen^ nor things 
present, nor things to come, nor height, nor depth, 
nor any other cieatare, shall be able to sepa r ata oa 
from Uie love of God which ia in Ghiist Jesoa oor 
Lord." ^And now," he says, **I hoped that long 
life wonld not destroy me, nor make me miss of 
heaven*" 

The "" fiery darto" still fly thick around him. One 
di^, sitting in a neighbor's bouse, he " says in hia 
mind — ^ What ground have I to think that I, who 
bave been so vile and abominable, shall ever inherit 
0emal life f ' But suddenly that word oomea upon 
him, * What shall we say to tbeae things ? if God be 
for us, who can be against us ?' " Another day ^ a 
aweet glance" surprises him, from the text, ^ He hath 
mAde Him to be sin for us, who knew no sin, thai 
we might be made the righteousness <^ Ood in 
Him*" And, again, a " fragrant breeae" freshens his 
drooping spirit, in the words, '^Because I live, je 
fhall live also." Still these words are but ^'hinta, 
touches short visits ; though very sweet when pre»> 
ant ;" only, they " last not, but, like Peter's sheet, 
of a sudden are caught up from him to heaven 
again." 

The ^ visits," however, grow at once more frequent 
and less transient 
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One 6ajj as he is trayelling into the country, and 
is musing on the enmitj which is in his heart to God, 
that Scripture comes into his mind — ^ He hath made 
peace hy the blood of His cross." ^I was made to 
see,** he sajs, ^ both again and again, that God and 
ray soul were friends by His blood ; yea, I saw that 
the justice of God, and my sinful soul, could embrace 
md kiss each other, through His blood. This was a 
good day to me ; I hope I shall never forget it.** 

Another day, he is sitting by the fire in his house, 
oppressed with a sense of his natural wretchedness ; 
and ^* the Lord briogs to him that Scripture — ' Foras- 
much, then, as the children are partakers of flesh 
and blood, He also Himself likewise took part of the 
same, that through death He might destroy him that 
had the power of death, that is, the devil, and deliver 
them who through fear of death were all their Ufe- 
time subject to bondage.' " And ^ the glory of the 
words is so weighty" on him, that he is " both once 
and twice ready to swoon ;" yet '* not with grief and 
trouble, but with solid joy and peace." 

Thus, for the time, does the Lord " mora fully md 
graciously discover Himself" to him, and, indeed, 
** quite deliver him, not only irom tbe guilt which by 
these temptations has been laid upon his conscience, 
but also from the filth thereof;" for '< the temptation 
is removed, and he is put into his right mind again.'' 

In the earnest pastor of the humble fiock at Bed- 
ford, Bunyan now finds at his side another ^ Faith- 
ful." *" At %is time," he tells us, <" I sat under the 
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miiiistrj of holy Mr. Gifford, whose teaohing bj 
Qod^ft gnoe was much for my stability." It is pre- 
cisely such teaching as be at this season needs. 
** That man made it much his busineaa," he says, *^ to 
deliver the people of Ood from ail those haid and 
unsound tests, which by nature we aze prone to. He 
would bid us take spedal heed that we took not any 
truth upon trust, as from this, or that, or any other 
man or men, but cry mightily unto God that He 
would convince us of the reality thereof^ and would 
set us down therein by His own Spirit in the holy 
Word; *for,' said he, Mf you do otherwise, when 
temptations come strongly upon you, — ^you, not hav- 
ing received them with evidence from heaven, will 
find you want that help and strength now to resist, 
which once you thought you had.'" This is ''as 
seasonable to his soul as the former and latter rain 
in their season :" wherefore he prays, that, in ** nothing 
which pertains to God's glory and to his own eternal 
happiness, will He suffer him to be without the con- 
firmation thereof from heaven ;" for now he " sees 
clearly, there is an exceeding diflferenoe betwixt the 
notion of the flesh and blood, and the revelation of 
God in heaven — also a great difference betwixt that 
fidth which is feigned and according to man's wb- 
dom, and that which comes from a man's being bom 
thereto of God." 
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** His beams shall cheer my breast ; and both so twine, 
Till even His beams sing, and my masio shine." 



Cowper— The balm — " Led IVom truth to truth"— Nothing at seoond- 
hand— The only Teacher^ Assurance— A scene at Erftuth— Lather 
and Banyan— Fears within— A pattern— Temptation. 

The poet Cowper was not uttering an unfelt joj, 
when he wrote — 

" Soripture is the only cure of woe. 
That field of promise, how it flings abroad 
Its odor o'er the Christian's thorny road I 
The soul, reposing on assured relief, 
Feels herself happy amidst all her grie£" 

Bnnyan now, with a kindred joy, pcHiders, day b j 
dftj, the sacred page. " Oh ! how my soul," he says, 
^ was led from truth to truth 1 There was not any- 
thing which I then oied to God to make known to 
me but He was pieased to do it for me — I mean, not 
one part of the Gospel of the Lord Jesus but I was 
orderly led into it" 

And he adds — ^^ Methought I was as if I had seen 
Him bom — as if I had seen Him grow up— as if I 
had seen Him walk through this world from the 
cradle to the cross, to which also when He came, I 
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saw bow gently He gave Ilimaelf to be nailed on it 
for ray sins and wicked doing. I bave aeen alao as 
if lie bad leaped out of the grave's moutb, for joy 
that He was risen again and bad got tbe conqueat 
over our dreadful foes, saying, ^I ascend onto my 
Father and your Father, and to my God and your 
God.' I have likewise in tbe spirit seen Uim a Man 
on tbe right band of God tbe Father for me, and 
bave seen the manner of Ills coming firom heaven to 
judge tbe world with glory." 

Bunyan takes nothing at second-hand. If ever a 
man's faith was *' established, not in the wisdom of 
men, but in tbe power of God," it is bis. " Troly in 
those days," be writes, '* let men say what they 
would, unless I bad it with evidence from heaven, 
all was nothing to me — I counted myself not set 
down in any truth of God. It would be too long to 
tell in particular how God did set mo down in all the 
things of Christ, and how He did, that He might 
do so, lead me into His words ; yea, and also how 
He did open them unto roe, and make them shine 
before me, and cause them dwell with me, talk with 
me, and comfort me over and over. Oh, Mends, cry 
to God to reveal Jesus Christ unto you; there ia 
none teaobetb hke Him." 

Herbert once wrote : — 

"Why do I languish thus, drooping and dull, 
As if I were all of earth ? 
Oh I give me quickness, that I may with mirth 
Praise thee brim-fUll" 
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The seer of Bedford, also, growing in heavenlineafl^ 
feels bow imperfect and 'Mn part" is all here. Often 
does he "long and desire that the last day were 
come, that he may be for ever inflamed with the 
sight and joy and communion with Him whose head 
was crowned with thorns, whose face was spit npon, 
and body broken, and soul made an offering, for our 
sins." For, " whereas before," he says, ** I lay con- 
tinually trembling at the mouth of hell — ^now, me- 
thonght, I was got so tax therefrom that, when I 
looked back, I could scarce discern it. And, oh! 
thought I, that I were fourscore years old now, that 
I might die quickly, that my soul might be gone to 
restr 

In the town of Erfurth, a century preWous, there 
might have been seen, in the library of its Angus- 
tinian monastery, a grave earnest man, poring for 
days and weeks together over a Bible chained to a 
reading-desk, and hitherto a sealed book. It is 
Martin Luther, inquiring of God, '^ What shall I do 
to be saved ?" Deep and mysterious are the strug- 
gles iu that strong heart. But light arises; and 
masses, austerities, bead-rolls, penances, strivings, 
frames, ^'weighed and found wanting," give place 
to the righteousness of Jesus, bestowed as a free 
gift, and received by faith alone. Taught his theol- 
ogy thus at the feet of Christ, the monk goes forth 
among his fellows, uttering in tones of thunder the 
great secret of his own joyous hope. 

Bunyan is "greatly longing to see some ancient 
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godly maa^s experienoe,** when ** God oatto into his 
hand one day a book eo old that it is ready to fall 
pieoe from pieoe if he but turn it oTer.** The book 
ia *^ Luther on the GaUtiana.** ^^Penuing it but a 
little way," he ** finds hia own condition eo laigely 
and 80 profoundly handled, that the book might have 
been written out of his heart" ^ Beeides," aaya he, 
** it doth most grarely debate of the rise of these 
temptationa^ namely, blasphemy, desperation, and the 
like; showing that the law of Mosee— as well as 
the devil, death, and hell — hath a very great hand 
therein*" **The whioh at first is very strange" to 
him ; but^ ^ considering and watching," he ** finds it 
80 indeed." 

Bunyan and Luther were cast in moulds not un- 
like; and the period when they met^-not in per- 
sonal, indeed, but in mutual and spiritual converse — 
may be regarded as the era whioh gave to Bunyan's 
practical theology its type of broad common-sense, 
and of plain-epoken dealing with the human con- 
adenoe and the human heart *'0f particulius 
here," he says, expressing bis own sense of his 
deep sympathy with tbe great Reformer, ^* I intend 
nothing ; only this, methinks, I must let &II before 
all men— I do prefer this book of Martin Luther 
upon the (Matians (excepting the Holy Bible) before 
all the books which ever I have seen, as most fit for 
a wounded consoience." 
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" And now, methlnks, I am where I began 

Seven years ago ; one vogue and vein, 

One air of thought asurpe my brain. 

I did toward Canaan draw ; but now I am 

Brongbt back to the Bed Sea, the sea of aluune." 

** I gave to Hope a wateh of mine ; but he 
An anchor gave to me.** 



Luther— His conflicts and triumphs— Face to fiice with Satan— Bii]i« 
yan— "Sell Him**— Wrestlings— A stroke— Gleam of light— New 
struggles— Not content— The " flesh" and the " spirit**— The nnpar- 
donable atn— "False oplnioiis**— 8atan*s aim— Snnny gleams—'' Fly- 
ing fits"— The voice — " No use praying**—" Ancient Christian**— The 
settle— An echo— A mill-post at his back— Self-dedicatioa. 

LuTHBB oftentimes — so vivid were his heart ex- 
periences — seems to stand before ns in actual &ce- 
to-fiice conflict with Satan. At one mom^it, he 
puts him to flight with a joyous hymn of pndae ; 
whilst, at another, he dares him to write, at the hot* 
torn of a catalogue of his sins, the Scripture — " The 
blood of Jesm Christ deanaeth from kll sin" — and 
the tempter disappears. Not leis vivid ace Bnnyan's 
wrestlings with the areh-fiend. 

Scarcely has the Lord ''set him down so sweetly, 
in the fiuth of His holy QoBpel,^ and he has felt his 
^ afibotions cleaving to Christ," and his love to Him 
4 
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** as hot as fire^ — when ^the tempter comee upon 
hi A^ with a temptation ^ more grievona and diead* 
fur than he has yet known. The temptation is, ^to 
sell and part with thia most blessed Christ — to ex- 
change Him for the things of this life, fi>r any 
thing." 

For the space of a year, the suggestion fellowa 
him condnoally, so that he ia not rid of it one day 
in a month, and at times not one hour in many days 
together, except when he is asleep. " Sell Christ for 
this," whispers the tempter, as he is ^ eating his food, 
stooping for a pin, chopping a sdck, or casting 
his eye to look upon any object '^ " sell Christ for 
that ; sell Elm, sell Him !" Sometimes it will run in 
his thoughts, ^ not so little as a hundred times to- 
gether, ' Sell Him, sell Him, sell Him V '' whilst ^ for 
whole hours together, he is forced to stand as contin- 
ually leaning and forcing his spirit, lest haply, beft»B 
he is aware, there arise in his heart some wicked 
thought which may consent thereto.'^ And, not- 
withstanding, ^the tempter at times succeeds in 
persuading him he has consented f whereupon he is 
^ as one tortured upon a rack for whole days to- 
gether." 

After a while he recoveis the shock; but again 
the temptation to consent ^ puts him into such fear," 
that, by " the very force of his mind in laboring to 
gainsay and resist this wickedness, his body is put 
into action or motion by ways of pushing or thrust- 
ing with his hands or elbows" — the '* destroyer" still 
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saying, ^ Sell Him !" and the tried mao still answer- 
ing, nntil he scarce well knows where he is or how 
to be composed again — " I will not, I will not, I will 
not I no, not for thousands, thousands, thousands of 
worlds r The ^^ reckoning" is, to make sure that, in 
the midst of these assaults, he does not set too low a 
value on Him. 

On other occasions, the tempter appears as an 
angel of light "dragging him into bondage.'^ At 
these seasons, he will " not let him eat his food at 
qtdet ;" but, " forsooth, when he is set at the table at 
his meat, he must go hence to pray — ^he must leave 
his food, now, and just now — so counterfeit holy, 
also, would this devil be.'* 

" Now I am at meat," he will ** say in himself," at 
such moments, " let me make an end." 

" No, you must do it now, or you will displease 
God and despise Christ." 

And then he will feel '^ as guilty, because he has 
not obeyed a temptation of the devil, as if he had 
broken the law of God indeed." 

llie reader will remember Christian's "dreadM 
fiUl," when Apollyon, " gathering up close" to him, 
^ had almost pressed him to death." One morning, 
Bunyan is lying awake, harassed by ^the wicked 
suggestion still running in bis mind, as fast as a man 
could speak, 'Sell Him, sell Him, sell Him, sell 
Him 1' " and '' in his mind he is answering, at least 
twenty times together — ^ No, no, not for thousands, 
thouBaads, thousands 1' " when, at last, *' after much 
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piresentB itself— '* How loathsome sball I be to the 
saints at the daj of judgment P* Scarcely can he 
see a good man, whom he belieyes to hare a good 
conscience, but, '^ he feels his heart tremble at him 
while he is in his presence." And then this — ^ Oh, 
what a glory in walking with God! and what a 
morcy to have a good conscience before Him !" 

Again ; he is tempted to ^ content himself by re- 
ceiving some false opinions ;" as, that there is no 
such thing as a day of judgment, or a resurrection ; 
-^the tempter suggesting that, ^ even though these 
things should be true, it would be a present relief 
not to believe them." But, as he listens to this He, 
he '* sees judgment and the judge" at the very door, 
** as if they were come already." And the lesson he 
learns is, that '^ Satan will use any means to keep 
the soul from Ohrist;" an ^'awakened frame of* 
spirit" being that which he hates; and ^'security, 
blindness, darkness, and error" being his "• very king- 
dom and habitation." 

Tet gleams of sunshine flit across these dark 
scenes. This Scripture "rushes" upon him— "He 
hath received gifts for men, even for the rebellious." 
"Am not I a rebel?" he asks himself; "and then 
why not for me ?" And such cases as David, Peter, 
Solomon, Manasseh, comfort him ; for, " though all 
the sins of these saints, and of other great offenders 
were put together in one, and though his own sins 
were bigger than all, cannot the blood which had 
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▼irtae empugfa in ii to WMh wmrnj their tiii% 
•way hisakor 

0^ another oooaaion, he is "fleeing from God aa 
from the fiioe of a draadftd judge.** But, *' in these 
flying fits,* this Scripture <mJ1s after bim — *^ I have 
blotted out, as n thidc cloud, thy transgressions, and 
as a cloud thy sins ; return unto me, for I have r^ 
deemed thee.* It cries aloud with a very great 
yoioe, so that he " makes « little stop, and, as it were, 
looks over his shoulder behind him to see if he cannot 
discern that the God of grace Mows him with a par- 
don in his hand** 

One day, as he is " walking to and fro in a good 
man's shop,** again bowed down by the fear of hav- 
ing oommittsd the unpardonable sin, and praying in 
his heart that» if his sin do differlrom that against 
the Holy Ghost, the Lord will show it to him — 
^auddenly there is, as if there rushed in at the win- 
dow, the nmse of wind upon him, but very pleasant ; 
and as if he heard a voice speaking, ' Did^ thou ever 
refuse to be justified by the Uood of Christ f"* In an 
instant, his ^' whole life of profession" is opened to 
him ; and he sees that designedly he has not, and 
his *' heart answers groaningly. No." light comes, 
and a caka silenoe--etilling the tumult of ''those 
tlioughts which, like masterless hell-hounds, have 
roared and bellowed, and made so hideous a noise 
within him." 

Another temptation, however, tries him. Can he 
have the fisu)e once more to go to the feet of that 
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Smoor against whom he has bo ▼ilely siimed ? Oh 
the shame which now attends him^ when he thiolDi 
oi going to Gkxl by prayer! ^*It is no use your 
• prayers," whispers Satan ; " for God is weary of yoa 
and^of your unbelief, in not going up to possess the 
land." The man is stunned. "Oh I who knows," 
says he, "' how hard a thing I found it to come to 
God in prayer!" But, whilst "pinched very sore," 
he thinks he can but die ; and, so, pray he will and 
must — even though' it should once be written, ^ Such 
an one died at the foot of Christ in prayer." 

At this crisis, harassed and perplexed by eyeiy 
passing wind, he breaks his mind to "an ancient 
Christian," telling him he is afraid he has sinned jthe 
sin against the Holy Ghost " I think so, too," is 
the reply. This is*** cold comfort ;" but he is relieved 
on finding that, though a gracious man, he is " a 
stranger to much combat with the devil." So he 
hies him back once more to God again, beseeching 
mercy there. 

But a strange cloud still shrouds God's face. He 
thinks of Jesus — of His " grace, goodness, love, kind- 
ness, gentleness, meekness, death, blood, promises^ 
and blessed exhortations, comforts, and consolations ;" 
but all this " goes to his soul like a sword," for the 
thought comes, "Ay, this is the Jesus, the loving 
Saviour, whom I have parted with ; and oh, what I 
have lost!" 

One day, in this troubled mood, be is pacing the 
streets of a neighboring town — ^when, ready to sink, 
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he nts down upon a ^aettle," and '^Mls into a vevj 
deep paoie** about his aio. ^ Methinka," says be, as 
he lifts np his head after a long musing, ^ that sun 
grudges to give me light ; and those stones in the 
street, and tiles on the houses, band themselves 
against me.** And, heaving a heavy sigh, he adds, 
" How can God comfort such a wretoh T 

A sunbeam, however, once more penetrates his 
soul. " This sin of thine," an echo seems to answer, 
« is not unto death." It is as if he ** had suddenly 
been raised out of the grave," and he exclaims — 
^ Lord, how couldst thou find out such a word as 
this r For he is ''filled with admiration at the fitness 
and the unexpectedness of the sentonoe, and at the 
rightness of the timing of it, and at the power, and 
sweetness, and light, and glory, which has come with 
it" His sin, he now thinks, is pardonable ; and great 
is the "easement" to his mind — ^it is a release ** from his 
former bonds, and a shelter from his former storms." 

For two days that sentence "stands like a mill- 
post at his back." But by and by it begins to leave 
him, and to " withdraw its supportation" from him ; 
and so, again he finds himself on his knees under his 
" old fears," and crpng — " O Lord, I beseech thee, 
show me that thou hast loved me with everlasting 
love." Scarcely has the cry gone forth, when, like 
an echo, there returns upon him — *^ I have loved thee 
with an everlasting love." He goes to bed in quiet ; 
also, when he awakes next morning, it is fresh upon 
his souly and he "believes it" 
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Leaving once more the aidies and the " pots'* among 
which he has been lying, he soars aloft into the sonl's 
proper rest and home — 

" On steady wings sails through the immense abyss^ 
Plncks amaranthine joys from bowers of bliss." 

And the "love and affection" which now again 
"bum within him toward his Lord and Saviour," 
work " such a strong and hot desire of revengement 
upon himself for the abuse which he has done to Him, 
that, had he a thousand gallons of blood within his 
veins, he feels he could freely spill it all at His com- 
mand, and at His feet^' And such a passage as this 
stimulates him — "There is forgiveness with thee, 
that thou mayest be feared ;" for it is " thus made 
out" to him — ^that the great God doth set so high an 
esteem on the love of His poor creatures, that, rather 
than go without their love, He will* pardon their 
transgressions. And then another word is " fulfilled 
on him" — '^They shall be ashamed and confounded, 
and never open their mouths any more, because of 
their shame ; when I am pacified toward them for all 
that they have done, saith the Lord God." And thus 
his soul at this time — and, as he then thinks, for ever 
— ^is " set at liberty from being afiSicted with his for- 
mer guilt and amazement." 
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**I got me flowers to Btrew i«r w»f ; 
I got BM boogha off man/ « trao." 

HMitHMho— Doep gulf-"* Tet I wUl pmy**— **Cli4>pliig oii.the Uek"*^ 
•* Able"—** For thw*--.** A grmco-frlver"— Napoleon— ** Has left Him** 
—A calm— Christ in heaven— BralDerd—Love. 



** SKCURnT,** it has been aaid, ^ is the grofttest of 
our daniKere." To this peril, certainly, Bnnyaii is 
not exposed. His Christian life hitherto has beoi 
one ooDtinQoas conflict ; nor is the battle yet over. 

Blany weeks have not passed when again hia 
*^ heart b^ns to aohe," lest he "^ meet with disap^ 
pointment at last** And he sets himself most dil- 
igently to examine his former comfort, fearing that 
one who has sinned so grievously against light may 
be shut out from all right to peaoe and joy. *' Re- 
joice not, O Israel, for joy, as other people" — startles 
him ; for, though there is cause of rejoicing for those 
who ** hold to Jesus,'' has not he cut himself off by 
his transgressions, and left himself '* neither foot-hold 
nor hand-hold among all the stays and props in the 
precious Word of life ?" And so again be " sinks 
into a gulf, as a house whose foundation is destroyed," 
the darkness brooding over him for many months. 
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One day, the thought occurs to him — ^ Men ought 
always to pray and not to faint." But no sooner 
has he set himself with new earnestness to this exer- 
cise than the tempter " lays at him very sore," saying 
— " Neither the mercy of Ckxi, nor yet tho hlood of 
Christ, does at all concern you, nor can help you for 
your sin ; therefore it is vain to pray." 

" Yet, I will pray," he secretly says to himself. 

^ But your sin is unpardonable." 

"Well, I will pray." 

" It is to no boot." 

"Butlw27/pray." 

And, going upon his knees, he says — *^ Lord, Satan 
tells me that neither thy mercy nor Christ's blood is 
sufficient to save my soul : Lord, shall I honor thee 
most by believing thou wilt and canst ? or him, by 
believing thou neither wilt nor canst! Lord, I 
would &in honor thee by believing thou wilt and 
canst" Scarcely has he spoken, when it seems a9 
if " some one was clapping him on the back," saying 
— " O man, great is thy faith." 

Another day, after continuing from the morning 
till about seven or eight at night, " again much un- 
der this question, ' Whether the blood of Christ is 
sufficient to save his soul,^ " — suddenly, as he is 
quite worn out with fear, these words " sound within 
his heart, *He is able.'" "Methought," says he, 
** this word * able' was spoke loud to me ; it showed 
a great word ; it seemed to be writ in great letters, 
and gave such a jostle to my fear and doubt as I 
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never had from that time, all my life, either before or 
after." 

Yet, even this bright gleam is of short duration. 
A fortnight after, his sky is again overoast, and he is 
crying — 

" Whither away, delight? 
Thou oam^st bat now; wilt thou so soon depart 
And give me up to-night ?" 

But now the sun returns more speedily. One morn- 
ing, as he is on his knees, that word ^' darts in" upon 
him — " My grace is sufficient" A short time before, 
the same word ^ could not come near his soul with 
comfort," so that he had " thrown down his book in 
a pet ;" but now it is ^ not large enough" for him — 
it is as if it '^ had arms of grace so wide" that it 
could "' enclose, not him only, but many more be- 
sides." A few weeks elapse, and the thought occurs 
— " But is this grace' for me /" He has left out " for 
thee ;" and, once more, he is in tbe fearful pit One 
evening however, as he is in a meeting of God's peo- 
ple, full of sadness and terror, suddenly there ^ break 
in" upon him, with great power, and three times to* 
gether, the words — " My grace is sufficient for thee ; 
my grace is sufficient for thee ; my grace is sufficient 
for thee." And, ** oh ! methought," says he, *' that 
every word was a mighty word unto me ; as ^ my,' 
and ^ grace,'. and ^sufficient,' and ^for thee;' they 
were then, and sometimes are still, far bigger than 
others be." 
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Witli toucbiDg pathos, a poet has written, eon- 
oerning the souPs inner struggle 



" I struck the board, and cried, * No more! 
I will abroad. 
Whatl shall I ever sigh and pine? 
Kj lines and life are free ; A'ee as the road, 
lioose as the wind, as large as store. 

Shall I still be in suit? 
Have I no harvest, but a thorn 
To let me blood ; and not restore 
What I have lost, with cordial ft-uit ? 
Sure, there was wine. 
Before my sighs did dry it; there was ooni| 

Before my tears did drown it 
Is the year only lost to me 9 

Have I no bays to crown it? 
No flow'rs, no garlands gay ? all blasted ? 
All wasted ? 
Not 80, my heart I but there is fhiit ; 
And tiiou hast hands. 
Away, take heed I 
I will abroad. 
Osll in thy death^s head there. Tie up thy fears. ' ^ 

The time is now at hand when this great soul is to 
go forth in giant-might, ^' the joy of the Lord" his 
<« strength." And, led by a way which he knows 
not, he is struggling onwards to his sure rest. ^ I 
was," says he, on the occasion last named, ''as 
though I had seen the Lord Jesus look down from 
heaven through the tiles upon me ;" and it sends him 
home mourning, his heart broken and ^ filled full of 
joy." 
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^ Christy'* said Bfartin Luther, ** is not a new kw- 
giyer, bat only a grace-giver." Bunjan now grasps 
more and more firmly this tmth. One day, in a 
troubled agitatiou of his spirit about " Esau's birth- 
right," and about his own likeness to him in surren- 
dering it, he appeals to God to bring the conflict to 
an issue by confronting with it Uis own grace. In- 
stantly the ^ two Scriptures bolt" upon him, and they 
work and struggle strougly in him for a while, until 
at last *^ that about Esau's birthright begins to wax 
weak, and withdraw, and vanish, and this about the 
sufficiency of grace prevails with peace and joy." 
As he is ** in a muse" about this, that Scripture 
" comes in upen him," " Mercy rejoiceth over judg- 
ment" This is ''a wonderment" to him; yet he 
does not doubt it is of Grod, for " the word of the 
law and of wrath must give place to the word of life 
and of grace." 

One day, at St Helena, Napoleon was contrasting 
the force of Christianity with all other forces known 
among men. "' Alexander," said he, ^' Caesar, Charle- 
magne, and myself, founded empires ; but on what 
foundation did we rest the creations of our genius f 
Upon force. Jesus Christ founded an empire upon 
love ; and, at this hour, millions of men would die 
for !ffim." And, turning to Bertrand, he added, still 
resting upon this fact — " If you do not perceive that 
Jesus Christ is Grod, I did wrong to appoint you gen^ 
eral." It is this divine characteristic of the Saviour 
which Bunyan, in spite of all Satan's wiles and even 
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by meang of them, is now day by day realizing more 
vividly. 

One evening, that Scriptare "most sweetly visits" 
hiB sonl — ^ Him that cometh unto me, I wiU in no 
wise cast out,*' ** Oh ! the comfort," says he, ** which 
I had from that word, * In no wise I' As if He had 
said, ^ By no means, for nothing whatsoever which 
you may have done.' " 

** But," whispers Satan to him, " greatly laboring 
to pull" it from him, ** Christ did not mean yo«, or 
such as you." 

^ Nay, but here is in these words no such excep- 
tion ; * him that comes' — ' him' — any * him ;' ' Him 
that cometh unto me, I will in no wise cast out.' " 

" And so," he writes, " if ever Satin and I did 
strive for any word of God in all my life, it was for 
this good word of Christ ; he at one end, and I at 
the other. Oh, what work we made ! It was for 
this in John, I say, that we did so tug and strive ; he 
pulled and I pulled ; but, God be praised, I overcame 
him ; I got sweetness from it." 

Another day, " n<5twithstanding all these helps," 
he is still perplexed with the thought — " But have 
you not, like Esau, sold Him 9" 

** Well, suppose I have ; does not that mean, * I 
have freely left the Lord Jesus Christ to his choice, 
whether He will be my Saviour or no?' for the 
wicked suggestion is, * Let Him go, if He wiU,' But 
He tells me, * / will never leave thee, nor forsake 
thee.'" 
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" Tea, bat thoa bas left Him." 

<« But / will not leave Mm." 

He thanka God, and takea oouiage. Hioee Scrip- 
tnrea which once he wiahed out of the Bible, now 
look ** not 80 grimly" at him as he thought they did. 
Bleotion and sovereignty now shine as the very i^oiy 
of grace. 

After these storms, a sweet calm settles down upon 
his souly and be sings : 

"KingofGiory, KingofPeaoe, 
I will love thee. 
And, that love may never cease, 
I will move thee. 

Thou hast granted my request ; 

Thou hast heard me. 
Thou didst note my working breast : 

Thou hast spared me. 

Though my sins against me cried, 

Thou didst dear me ; 
And, alone, when they replied, 

Thou didst hear me." 

True, ^ some drops" i^ow and then M upon bim ; 
but it IS only ^ the binder part of the tempest" — ^the 
thunder is gone beyond bim. 

One moruiog, as be is ^^pa8sing into the field, and 
that, too, with some dashes ^on bis conscienoe, fearing 
lest all be not right" — ^tbis Scripture comes upon bis 
heart, ^ Thy righteousness is in heaven." 

** There," be exclaims, looking upward, ^ with the 



y Google 



JOHN BUBTAN. 58 

eye of his aonl," and beholding Jesus Christ at God's 
right hand, ** there is my righteousness ! Wherever 
I am, and whatever I am doing, God can never say, 
He does not see my righteousness ; for it is just be- 
fore EQm, and that continually." 

Thus he sees that it is not his own good frame 
of heart which makes his righteousness better, nor 
his bad frame that makes it worse ; for his righteous- 
ness is Jesus Christ Himself — *^ the same yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever." And although, on going home 
and searching the Scriptures, he does not find these 
exact words, *^ Thy righteousness is in heaven," yet 
that other word comes before him — ^ He is made of 
God unto us wisdom, righteousness, sanctification, 
and redemption ;" by which word he '^ sees the other 
sentence true." 

Now do his "chains fall off his legs indeed." 
Brainerd describes his enlargement as a fixed and 
steadfast contemplation of God in Christ — ^the thought 
of his own peace or comfort, or even existence, 
scarcely entering his mind. Such also is Bunyan's 
experience at this season. "Oh! methought," he 
says, " Christ ! Christ ! there was nothing but Christ 
that was before my eyes. I was now for looking upon 
this and the other benefits of Christ apart, as of His 
blood, burial, or resurrection, but considering Him 
as a whole Christ ! as Him in whom all these, and 
all other His virtues, relations, offices, and operations, 
met together, and that He sat on- the right hand of 
God in heaven." 

5 
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LoT0 18 life. God is love; and to dweQ in Clod is 
to dwell in love. Love is the veiy atiBoephere which 
God breathes ; and the moment the Divine nature is 
ocMnmunicated to a man in the new birth, the same 
atmosphere is breathed. Hence it comes to pass 
that the "new man,** by a necessity of his natnrey 
loves. " It is when we love," says Vinet, ^ that our 
salvation is realised. Love lends to the light of oar 
lamp its liveliest and brightest beams. Faith and 
hope are of value, only beotuse they conduct to love ; 
and the soul would dispense with believing and hop- 
ing, if^ without h<^ing and believing, it were possible 
to love." Bnnyan now has reached this heavenly 
landiDg-pIace, fiK>m which Satan by his wiles has so 
long sought to interoept him. ^ The Lord," says he, 
** did lead me into the mystery of union with the Son 
of God — ^that I was joined to Him — that I was flesh 
of His flesh, and bone of His bone." And then he 
sees that, if Christ and he are one, Christ's righteous- 
ness is his, Christ's merits his, Christ's victory also 
his. ** Now," sap he, ** could I see myself in heaven 
and on earth at once ; in heaven by my Christ, by 
my Head, by my righteousness and life ; though on 
euth by my body or person." He is risen with 
Christ, and he knows it ; he is a partaker of His 
resurrecdon-life ; and the result is, his affections are 
set upon things above, and upon Him who is above. 
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*' Where am I now ? Is this the lore and care 
Of JesUB for the men that pilgrims are f 
ThuA to proTide I that I should be forgiven I 
And dwell already the next door to heaven I^ 



The honse Beantlfhl— The salutation— Aspirations— Foretasteft— 
Church at Bedford— The Supper— Shadow of death— ''Sickness 
doubled"— "Greatly pinched"— "A turn"— "Got on high"— 
AUeyne. 

" Who can tell how joyful this man was when he 
had gotten his roll again ? for this roll was the as- 
surance of his life and of acceptance at the desired 
haven." So wrote Bunyan, many years afterwards, 
describing in his Allegory this stage in his own 
"progress.'' Arid now, nimbly mounting the rest 
of the hill, and passing imharmed the chained though 
roaring lions, he is entertained in the " house Beau- 
tiful" by its grave and comely inmates. 

It was a touching salutation with which the way- 
farer was welcomed — ^"She smiled, but the water 
stood in her eyes." The pilgrim was there victo- 
xious, but he bore the scars of conflict. 

And how yearningly did he long for holier and 
closer fellowship than this place of tears and of 
shadows gives! "What is it," said Prudence, 
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*' which makes yoa so demrous to go to Mount 
^onf ''Why, there,'' he replied, ''I hope to see 
Him alive that did hang dead on the cross; and 
there I hope to be rid of all those things which, to 
this day, are an annoyance to me : there, they say, 
there is no death ; and there I shall dwell with sndi 
company as I like best For, to tell you the troth, 
I love Him because I was by him eased of my bur- 
den; and I am weary of my inward sickness. I 
would fain be where I shall die no more, and with 
the company who shall continually cry, ' Holy, holy, 
hcJyP" 

But until that bright land should be reached, 
pleasant foretastes were vouchsafed. 

** Do you not find sometimes," asked one of the 
inmates of the palace, ** as if those things were van- 
quished, which at other times are your perplexity f" 

''Yes," said Christian; ''and they are to me 
golden hours, in which such things happen to me." 

"Can you remember by what means yon find 
your annoyances, at times, as if they were van- 
quished T 

" Yes, when I think of what I saw at the Cross, 
that wiU do it ; and when I look at my broidered 
coat, that will do it ; also when I look into the roll, 
that I carry in my bosom, that will do it ; and when 
my thoughts wax warm about whither I am going, 
that will do it" 

Bunyan's " house Beautiful'^ is the humble church 
at Bedford. "After I had propounded to them," 
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tuyti 1 10, ** lay ilusiro to walk in the order and ordi* 
nniKH'H of VUv'wt wiih thetn, uiul wan ako admitted 
by tluMii ; wiiile I thought of thnt blutiood ordinance 
of Christ, whioi^ was his Initt supper with Ilia disci- 
plea txifore his death— that Scripture, *Do this in 
retutiiitbrance of me,^ was made n very precious word 
to me ; for by it the Lord did come down upon my 
conscience with the discovery of His death for my 
sins, and, as I then felt, did as if He plunged me in 
the virtue of the same." 

Scarcely has he joined the (vhurcli, wlien he is 
"suddenly and violently seized" with "something 
inclinin|( to a consumption;" insomuch that he 
"thinks he cannot live." 

Taken thus into the "valley of tlie- shadow of 
death," ho is brouji^ht face to face with " the innume- 
ruble company of his sins and traiiM|;ressions," bis 
"deadnoHs, duluess, and coldness iti his holy duties; 
Ids wandi!tiugj4 of lieart, his woarisomeness in all 
good things, bin want of love to (JoJ, to His way, 
and to His people : and " with this at the end of 
all — ^Are these the fruits of Christianity ? are these 
the tokens of a blessed man ?'" 

His "sickness is doubled" upon him; for now he 
is "sick in his inward niun" — his soul is clogged 
with guilt. And, to add to his distrens, his " former 
experience of God's goodness is taken quite out of 
his mind, and hid as if it had never been nor seen." 

It seemed once more," suys he, " as if all was over 
with me, my soul being greatly pinched betwixt 
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these two oonsideratioiis — ^Uve I must not, die I 
dare not.' Now I sunk in my spirits, and was giv- 
ing op all for lost." 

One daj, however, as he is walking up and down 
in his house, ^ as a man in a most woefiil state,'' this 
Bdiptnie takes hold of his heart — ^ Ye are justified 
freely bj His grace, through the redemption which 
la in Christ Jesus." And, *^ O ! what a tumP it makes 
upon him ! It is as if a voice had said to him — 

" Poor man I where art thou now ? thy day is night 
Oood maUi be not cast down, thou yet art right; 
Thy way to Heaven lies by the gates of Hell ; 
Gieer ap, hdd out, with thee it shall go welL" 

Not more joyful was the pilgrim that morning, 
as he emeiged from the dismal valley, than is Busr 
yan at this new glimpse of his heavenly standing 
and rest. He is '' as one awaked out of some trou- 
blesome sleep and dream." 

^ Behold, my Son is by me," God seems to say to 
him through that Scripture ; '' and upon Him I 
look, and not on thee, and shall deal with thee ac- 
cording as I am pleased with Him." Now he "* is 
got on high," and he sees himself " within the arms 
of grace and mercy ;" and, though he was ^ bef(»e 
afraid to think of a dying hour," yet now he ^ cries, 
*LetmedieI'" 

Alleyne once wrote — "• Oh ! what a shame that 
ever we should live as if God were not enough for 
us, without anything else !" Bunyan now is to enter 
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on a course which shall ^* declaro plainly'* what Qod 
is to him. ^* At this timo," says he, ** I saw more in 
these words, ^ heirs of God,* than ever I shall be able 
to express while I live in this world. ^ Heirs of God I' 
God Himself is the portion of the saints. This I saw 
and wondered at, but cannot tell what I saw." But 
his life is to tell — his earnest labors, and his calm 
patience, and his heroic self-denial.* 

* Following Bunyon^B own ordor, we have somewhat ante- 
dated the latter part of those temptations. His first two 
years of preaching procoded his M estabUahment in the 
joy and peace of the Gfospel 
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enabled to venture his soul upon Him," that " Bomo 
of the most able among them for judgment and holi- 
ness of life," " perceiving that God had counted him 
worthy to understand something of His will in His 
holy and blessed Word," and had given him utter- 
ance in some measure to express to others for edifi- 
cation the things which he had seen, *^ desire him, 
with much earnestness, to take in hand, in one of 
the meetings, to speak a word of exhortation to 
them." The proposal *^ does much dash and abash 
his spirit ;" though at length he consents, " in two 
several assemblies (but in private) twice to discover 
his gift amongst them." 

The tinker has no ^ orders," such as colleges and 
ecclesiastics confer ; but He who has called him to 
His feet, and has forgiven him all his sins, gives him 
£K8 commission — ** Go and preach to every crea- 
ture." And the mouth which He has opened, who 
may dare to shut? ^The people," says Bunyan, 
referring to the two occasions just named, '^ not only 
seemed to be, but did frequently protest, as in the 
sight of the great God, that they were both affected 
and comforted ; and they gave thanks to the Father 
of mercies for the grace bestowed on me." 

Ho next " accompanies these men when they go 
forth into the neighboring villages" — where, though 
as yet he does not venture to ^^ make use of his gift 
in an open way," he yet ^' sometimes speaks a word 
of admonition," to the great joy and edification of 
souls. And no wonder souls are gladdened. His 
G 
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lips distil the ^ honej which he has taken oat of the 
carcass of a lion.'* ** I have eaten thereof^** he sajBy 
alluding to (he manner in which God has educated 
him bj his peculiar inward trinis and temptations, 
** and have been much refreshed thereby. Tempta- 
tions, when we meet them at first, are as the lion 
that roared upon Samson ; but, if we overcome them, 
we shall find a nest of honey witliin tliem.** He has 
overcome ; and, more than conqueror, he brings from 
the spoiler fatness. 

Now, in his twenty-eighth year, he is set apart by 
the Church, with fiisting and prayer, to ** the mwe 
ordinary and public preaching of the Word." Feel- 
ing in hb mind ** evidently" a** secret pricking for- 
ward thereto," though ** with great fear and trembling 
at the sight of his own weakness," he ^ does set to 
the work." And He who " openeth and none shut- 
teth," gives him for a season a door of utterance, 
^wide and effectual" to his heart's content The 
people flock into Bedford by hundreds and by thou- 
sands, to hear the tinker and his burning message. 

Trained for his mission in Qod's own school, his 
hands have been taught to war, and his fingers to 
fight ''I thank God," says he, ^ He gives unto me 
some measure of bowels and pity for the people's 
souls, which also does put me forward to labor with 
great diligence and earnestness, to find out such a 
word as may, if God will bless it, lay hold of and 
awaken theKK)nscience " And how piteously he pleads 
with the awakened I 
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** Arise, sad heart ! if thou dost not witibstand, 
Christ's resurrection thine may be. 
Do not, bj hanging down, break from the hand, 
Which, as it rlseth, raiseth thee. 
Arise, arise I 
And with His burial-linen dry tliine eyes, 
Christ loft His grave-clothes, that we might, when grief 
Draws tears or blood, not want a handkerchief'* 

And not unblest are his gracious words. *^The 
good Lord," says he, ^ had respect to the desire of 
His servant; for I had not preached long before 
some began to be touched and be greatly afflicted in 
their minds at the apprehension of the greatness of 
their sin, and of their need of Jesus Christ At first, 
he cannot believe that Ood should speak by him to 
the heart of any man, ^* still counting himself un- 
worthy." The divine signature to the work, how- 
ever, is too real to be mistaken ; and though he still 
** puts it from him that they should be awakened by 
him, he begins to conclude that it may be so, that 
God has owned such a foolish one " He now, there- 
fore, has joy ; the very tears of the awakened both 
solacing and encouraging him. And these things 
are another argument to him, that God has called 
him to this work, and stands by him in it. 

One summer evening, in a rustic parish in Cam- 
bridgeshire, a thoughtless under-graduate is riding 
along the highway, when his attention is arrested 
by a gathering of people assembled in a church- 
yaid. On a gravestone stands a plain working- 
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and, in taking the field against that enemy, he finda 
in every conscience a judge ready to pronounce a 
sentence of iwmediate self-condemnntion. **' I never 
care," he says, ^to meddle with thincrs which arc 
controverted, especially things of the lowest nature ; 
I let them alone, hecanse I see that they engender 
strife, and because neither in the doing of them, nor 
in the leaving them undone, do they commend us 
to €k>d to be His. I see my work before me does 
run into another channel, even to carry an awakening 
word; to that, therefore, I do stick and adhere." 
And he adds — ^^'It pleases me much to contend 
with great earnestness for the word of fiuth and the 
remission of sins by the sufferings and death of 
Jesus." 

It was PauFs complaint of the Church at Corinth, 
that, though not without abundance of *' instructors 
in Christ," they had " not many fiithers." Bnnyan 
^ never can be satisfied, unless some fruits do appear 
in his work." " If I be fruitless," says he, " it matters 
not who commends me ; but if I be fruitful, I care 
not who condemns." And again : ^^ I have counted 
it as if I had goodly buildings and lordships in those 
places where my children were bom ; my heart hath 
been so wrapped up in the glory of this excellent 
work, that I count myself more blessed and honored 
of €k>d by this than if He had made me the emperor 
of the Christian world, or the lord of all the glory of 
the earth, without it. Oh I these words, * He that 
converteth a soul from tlie error of his wny doth save 
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a soul from death :' ^ He that winneth souls is wise ;' 
* For, whjit is our hope, our joy, our crown of rejoic- 
ing ? Are not even ye in the presence of our Lord 
Jesus Christ at His cominpr V " 

It is at His word that he '* lets down the net.** " I 
have observed,^' says he, ^ that where I have had a 
work to do for God, I have had first, as it were, the 
going of God upon my spirit to desire I might preach 
there : I have also observed, that such and such souls« 
in particular have been strongly set upon my heart, 
and I stirred up to wish for their salvation ; and that 
these very souls have, after this, been given me as 
the fruits of my ministry." And he adds : " I have 
observed that a word, cast in by the bye, hath done 
more execution in a sermon, than all that was spoken 
besides. Sometimes also, when I have thought 
I did no good, then I did the most of all ; and at 
other times, when I thought I should catch them, I 
have fished for nothing." 

It is thus that " for about the space of five years" 
this true minister labors, night and day for souls. 
"How much learning," said Leighton one day to 
some of his clergy, " is required to make these things 
plain!" The "tinker has no learning from human 
schools; but he has sat at Christ's feet, and has 
learned of Him." And this, with his homely Saxon 
and his genial soul, opened a way for him into the 
hearts and understandings at once of the rude coun- 
try bumpkin, and of the refined and accomplished 
graduate. Like his own picture in the house of the 
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Interpreter, his eye is lifted up to heaven, the beat 
of books is in his hand, the law of tmth is written 
upon his lips, the world is behind his back, a crown 
of gold hangs over bu head, and he stands pleading 
with 1 



** As meek as the man^oaes, and withal 
As in Agrippa^B preeenoe Paul" 
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CHAPTER XI 



**The8e waUs and bars cannot a prison make ; 
The freO'bom soal enjoys its liberty : 
These clods of earth It may incaptivate— 
Whilst heayenly minds are oonvemnt on high 
Banging the fields of bless'd eternity." 



The ancient prison->Howard— Bonyan^a ring— A scene at Samsell^ 
The warrant— The "cloee''— The "Forlorn hope"— The prayer— The 
constable— The parting— The Jastice-room— ^What anns7"— The 
bond— The " mittimos"— The Judas-kiss— To prison. 

In the town of Bedford, on one of the central piers 
of the rude bridge across the Ouse, there stood, in 
those days, an ancient prison. A century later, it 
was visited by Howard, who found the felons, men 
and women, associated together in a court not wider 
than fourteen feet, and at night huddled into two 
dungeons sunk within the piers-— only one court for 
debtors and for felons, and no apartment for the 
jailor. The visit of Howard was its death-warrant ; 
for, in a few more years, it was razed to the ground. 
In removing the floor of one of the dungeons, the 
workmen discovered Bunyan's ring. 

How came he there? Had the tinker lapsed 
into his old ways, and merited a felon's brand ? 
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It is a winter eweosng ; and we me in the kitchen 
of a fiuin-eteading, adjoining the village of Ilarling- 
UnOj in Bedfordahire. After the labors of thp day, 
the mstios are gathering, grand-dames and children, 
old men and maidens— each countenance lighted 
with an unwonted glaiJness, as if a joj not often 
tasted were in store* It is Bunvan who is coming 
to preach the Word, and to speak a word in season 
to the weary. 

And yet a strange reatleasness pervades the little 
gathering ; fat some mysterious whisperings are abroad 
that a ** warrant^ ia out, to silence the preacher and 
to hurry him <^ to jail. As the darkness comes on, 
oerlain suspicious visitors have been seen prowling 
stealthily about, as if watching for some expected 
piey. And now that the pbice is filling, the farmer, 
grown somewhat timorous, is conferring with his wife 
and with one of the shrewder neighbors, whether 
they had not better separate and warn their friend 
not to come out to-night 

But there he is I All rise to welcome him, and 
his manly fiice haa a radiant smile for all. 

** Oh I Mr. Bunyan,** whispers the master, hurry- 
ing up to him with an agitated, anxious air, ^ there's 
a warrant out against yon ; the officers are about ; 
and we must separate at once, or you will be seized 
and imprisoned." 

^Whatf says Bunyan, with the bold, decisive 
tone of a man who has counted the cost ; ^ I will 
not stir, neither will I have the meeting dismissed 
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for this. Gome, be of good cheer; let us not be 
daunted ; onr cause is good, we need not be ashamed 
of it : to preach God's Woid is so -good a work that 
we shall be well rewarded if we suffer for that.*' 

Before beginning, however, he '^ walks into the 
close," to lay the matter calmly before his Grod. " I 
have showed mysel^^' is his quiet soliloquy, as he 
confers with his brave spirit, " hearty and courageous 
in my preaching, and have, blessed be grace, made 
it my business to encourage others ; therefore, if I 
should now run and make an escape, it will be of a 
very ill savor in the country. For, what will my 
weak and newly-converted brethren think of it ? but 
that I was not as strong in deed as I was in word. 
Also, if I dliould run now that there is a warrant out 
for me, may not I make them afraid to stand when 
mily great words are spoken to them? Besides, 
since God of His mercy would have me go upon 
the forlorn hope^ might not my flight be a dis- 
couragement to the whole body that may follow 
after ? And further, might not the world take oc- 
casion, at my cowardliness, to blaq>heme the Gos- 
pel, and have some ground to suspect worse of me 
and of my profession than I deserve ?" His mind 
made up and stayed on his God, he returns into the 
house, ^ with a full resolution to keep the meeting," 
an^to *' see the utmost of what they can say or do 
unto him. For, blessed be tlie Lord," he adds, *^ I 
know of no evil which I have said or done." 

The preacher enters. All M upon their knees. 
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.tnd, oh I how oadi heart poare itadf out before tho 
LoRll— 

** Of what fluprome, elmiRfaty power, 
!• thy greet erm— which ipens the Kelt end Wtiti 

And teoke the oantre to the aphere I 
By it, do ell things live thoir inea0urM hour ; 
We cennot aak the thing which is not therei** 

And will He not reetrain this wrath of man, and 
shield His servant t 

Scarcely have they risen from their knees, and 
opened their Bibles and the text been announced, 
** Doet thon belieye on the Son of God T (so fitting 
a preparatiye for those stem trials which are at 
hand ; for the words were the balm applied by the 
Master to the torn heart of that despised castaway),* 
-—when ** the constable and the justice's man** oome 
in, and, presenting the warrant, demand that he 
shall follow them. 

^*But stay,** says Bunyan, turning again to the 
startled company, ^ one parting word.** The ofBcers 
are silent, and he proceeds — ^ We are prevented, you 
see, of our opportunity to speak and to bear the 
Word of €k>d, and are like to suffer for the same. 
But be not discouraged, my dear brethren; it is a 
mercy to suffer upon so good account We might 
have been apprehended as thieves or murderers, or 
for other wiokednesn ; but, blessed be God, it is not 
so— we suffer as Christians for welkloing, and we 
had better be the persecuted than the persecutors.** 
*John, iz.84. 
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'' We must awAy," ihouta the conitable, interrupt- 
ing him. And the humble gathering riae, following 
their beloved teacher with their teare. 

The soene changes; and we are in the Juatice- 
room at Bedford. It ii the time of the Restoration ; 
and England's noblest sons are paying the penalty 
of patriotism and of Christian steadfastness, at the 
beok of a dissolute court and of a sycophant magis- 
tracy. A fitting tool is found at Bedford, in the 
person of Justice Wingate, 

** What has he done f" is his interrogatory, as the 
constable conducts his prisoner into court ; ** where 
were thoy met ( what bad they with them f" mean- 
ing, what arms ? 

** I found him at Samsell ; there were no arms, 
but they had B%bU» ; and the prisoner was just be- 
ginning to preach." 

** Well, prisoner," rejoins the Justice, gruffly, 
turning to Bunyan, •* what say you f why don't you 
keep to your calling? You are breaking the law," 

*U go to these places," says he, respectftiUy but 
flnnly, *Ho instruct the people, and to counsel them 
to forsake their sins and close in with Christ, lest 
they miserably perish ; and I find I can without 
confusion both follow my calling and preach the 
Word." 

'^Whatl" exclaims the justice in a chafe, and 
losing his self-possession; **but FU break the neck 
of your meetings. That I will." 

** It may be so," says Bunyan, cahnly. 
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'^IVodvoe yaarBQietMSi or you oiiist goto jaiL" 

Two ftiendB stand Ibrwanl, and g:i?6 bail for hia 
appearance at the settionB — ^the justice adding — 
^ And remember, you are bound to keep him fix>m> 
pnaohing ; if he preaches your bonds are forfeited." 

^ Then I shall break them," interposes Bunyan ; 
^ht I shall not leave speaking the Word of Qod — 
to ooonael, comfort, exhort, and teach the people 
among whom I come. And I thought this to be a 
woik that had no hurt in it, but was worthy rather 
ci commendation than of blame." 

^* I tell you, if they will not be so bound, your 
mittimus must be made, and you shall go to prison." 

At last the order is made out, and the constable 
leads him o£ A crowd has gathered, as the news has 
got abroad; and we join it as it convoys him along. 

** Stay !" whisper two ^ brethren," who have just 
come up in breathless baste, and are addressing the 
constable with an air of authority, ^ we must go back 
to the Justice." And, as Bunyan and the officers 
slowly return, the two friends joined by a third, 
hasten forward to the Justice's house. 

^ K you will just say a few words," whispers one 
of them to Banyan, running out from the house to 
meet him, ^ it will be all right, and you shall be re- 
leased." 

" If the words are such," he replies, ^' as may be 
said with a good conscience, I shall; otherwise, I 
oannot." And as he enters, he " lifts up his heai*t to 
God for Ught and strength, to be kept, that he may 
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not do anjthing which shall either diahbner Him, or 
wrong his own soul, or be a grief or disconn^e- 
ment to any inclining after the Lord Jesos Christ." 

It is the old policy, tried sixteen centuries before 
with the fisherman — '^ Speak no more in this name.'' 
Affecting great kindness, a new personage appears 
on the scene, and accosts '^Bunyan with saoh seem- 
ing affection as if he would have leaped on his neok^ 
and kissed him." 

" if you will but promise," says this new meddler, 
fiiwningly, '* to call the people no more together, yon 
shall have your liberty to go home ; for my brother 
is very loath to send you to prison, if you will but 
be ruled." 

" Sir," said Bunyan, " pray what do you mean by 
calling the people together? My business is not 
anything among them, when they are come together, 
but to exhort them to look after the saltation of their 
souls, that they may be saved." 

"^ There are none but a company of poor, simple, 
ignorant people come to hear you. Will you prom- 
ise that you will not call them together any more ?" 

^ The foolish and the ignorant have most need of 
teaching. I durst not leave off the work which God 
has called me to." 

The Justice and his friend, after conferring in an 
adjoining room, once more repeat the demand ; but 
Bunyan is not to be moved. " Then he must go to 
prison," says Mr. Foster, addressing the Justice ; ^ and 
the sooner the others follow him, the better." 



y Google 



t6 TBM GOOD BOLDIBR. 

*^T1iii8 we parted," writes Bonyaiu <* And verilj, 
aB I was going forth of the door, I had much ado to 
forbear saying to them that I oairied the peace of 
God along with me; but I held my peace, and, 
blessed be the Lord, went away to prison with 
God's comfort in my poor soul.'* 

It is on November 12, 1660, and in his thiHy- 
seoondyear. 
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'^Th^j deptttod from fli* pretepoe of the eoonen, njofefng thai 
thij WMW Munted worOif to fiiflinr t faftme te Hit hmdo."— .^«<i, t. 41. 

<*A7lcidlit]iol7gnm]id, 

The apot wbore Ant tlwjr trodi 
Tb«7 left uMtained what they had foond, 
Freedom to wortblp CKkI,** 



TIm **I>eB**— Oate ofhaaTen— Home-affeetioiia— Bittereat pang— ^'Mj 
poor blind one"— ^ Moat do ir*— Indietment— Felon^adoek—The 
Jaarttfoa ETaminatloa— ^Canttngf— gentenee— **Home to prlaon** 
Priaott'Bhymaa ** Modi eonteot,** 

Hs is now' in the '^ Den ;'' tmt it is the gate of 
hearen to bim. '^ I nerer in my Wfe/^ sajs he, ^ had 
so great an inlet into the Word as now. Those 
Scriptures which I saw nothing in before, are made 
in this phu» and state to thine upon me. Jesus 
Christ also was never more real or apparent than 
now : here I hare seen and felt lEQm indeed.^ 

Bunyan has a heart for home-affections. One of 
our poets has written of the domestic hearth — 

''O bsppf lot^ and hallowed eren as tiiejoy of angels, 
Where tfae golden chain of godlmess is entwined with the 
\ of love I** 



Such a home has Bnqran ; and the bitterest pang of 

7* 
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this hour is the mde disraptioii of its lowly joys. 
''The psrtiDg with my wife and poor children," he 
says, ''hath often heen to me, in this place, as the 
pulBng the flesh from my bones, and that not only 
because I am some^at too fond of these great 
mercies, but also because I should often hmre 
brought to mind the many hardships, miseries, and 
wants that my poor fiunily waa like to meet withi 
should I be taken from them, e^Moially my poor 
Mind child, who lay nearer my heart than all be- 
side. Ob I the thoughti of the hardBhip I thou^t 
my poor blind one might go under, would break my 
heart in pieces." 

Often, often does this thought rend his sensitiyely 
tender heart "Poor child T he whispers to himr 
self^ in the solitude of that dismal dungeon, " what 
Bonow art thou Uke to have for tby portion in this 
world I Thou must be beaten, must beg, must suffer 
hunger, cold, nakedness, and a thousand calamities, 
though I cannot now enduro the wind should blow 
upon thee." 

But, "recalling himself^" he "ventures them all 
with his GUxi;" "though it goeth to the quick," 
he adds, " to leave them." This is his infirmity — 
though a noble one, and not displeasing to the Lord. 
" Oh 1 1 saw in this condition," says he, " I was as a 
man who was pulling down his house upon the head 
of his wife and children : yet, thought I, I must do 
it — I must do it ; and now I thought on those two 
milch-kine which were to carry the ark of God into 
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Mother oountry, and to leave their calves behind 
them." 

After leven weeks' oonfinement, he is indioted 
before the quarter-sessions. Let us take our plaoe 
at the felon's side-— it is good to be in such com- 
panionship. 

It is a cold winter morning in January :* but the 
people are up betimes; for many warm hearts are 
there, each man wishing that he himself might have 
^ that preferment,'* and whispering like his own PR- 
grim when Faithful was in the dock at Vanity Faii^— 

"Now, brother, play the man, spsak for thy Qod, 
Foot not tho wicked's malloo, nor the rod : 
Spook boldly, man I tho truth is on thy side ; 
Die for it, and to life in triumph ride." 

The ^ Uate-foods," too, are there, in the shape of 
some half-dosen justices, *^ in order to his condemna- 
tion." As they take their seats, a strange terror 
seems to seize them, as if themselves consciously 
the culprits before another tribunal, whose decisions 
are already foreshadowed in the heart's dark cham- 
bers. And that felon, they feel involuntarily, is, in 
truth, beyond their jurisdiction. No heavenly halo 
is there, to proclaim his real citisenship; but the 
calm, sublime repose with which he abides his 
doom — ^the poor ministers of Satan quail before it 
and tremble. 
The indictment is read. *^My Lord," said the 
* leei. 
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r, ftt the trial of Faithfiil, '' this man, notwiih- 
■taodiiig his pUumble name, is one of the vilest men 
in our countrj. Ue udther regardeth princes nor 
people, law nor custom, «imt doth all that he can to 
poaaess all men with certain of his disloyal notions, 
which he in the general calls principles of fiuth and 
holiness. And, in partioalar, I heard him once my- 
self affirm that Christianity and the customs of oar 
town of Vanity were diametrically opposite, and 
oaold not be reconciled. By which saying, my 
lord, he doth at once not only condemn all our 
laudable doings, but us in the doiug of them." 
This other Faithful is chaiged as follows :—*" That 
John Bunyan, of the town of Bedford, laborer, hath 
devilishly and perniciously abstained from coming 
to chmdi to hear divine service, and is a common 
upholder of several unlawful meetings and conventi- 
cles, to the great disturbance and distraction of 
the good subjects of this kingdom, contrary to the 
laws of our sovereign lord the king." And, having 
read the charge, the clerk asks, ^ What say you to 
thisT 

^As to the first part of it," answers Bunyan, "*! 
am a conunon frequenter of the Church of God, and 
also, by grace, a member with the people over whom 
Christ is the Head." 

^But do you come to church?" interposes the 
presiding justice ; '* you know what I mean ; to the 
parish church, to hear divine service f " 

"No, I do not." 
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"Why?" 

"Because I do not find it commanded in the 
Word of God." 

" We are commanded to fray." 

"But not by the Common Prayer-book." 

"How then?" 

** With the Spirit As the Apostle saith, * I will 
pray with the Spirit, and with the understanding.' " 

"But we may pray with the Spirit^ and with 
understanding, and with the Common Prayer-book 
also." 

" Sir, the Scripture^saith, that * it is the Spirit that 
helpeth our infirmities ; for we know not what we 
should -pray for as we ought; but the Spirit itself 
maketh intercession for us.' Mark, it doth not say 
the Common Prayer-book teacheth us how to pray, 
bat the Spirit And it is the Spirit that * helpeth 
our infirmities,' saith the Apostle ; he doth not say 
it is the Common Prayer-book." 

"At this," he says, "they were set." And he 
added: "But yet, notwithstanding, they that ha^e 
a mind to use it, they have liberty ; that is, I would 
not keep them fi-om it — ^but, for our parts, we can 
pray to God without it Blessed be His name 1" 

" Who is your God ? Beelzebub ?" exclaims a Mr. 
No-good, sneeringly. "Tou are possessed with a 
devil." 

" Blessed be the Lord for it," replies Bunyan, tak- 
ing no notice of the taunt, and secretly asking the 
Lord to forgive it ; "we are encouraged to meet to- 
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gether, and to pnj, and to exhort one another; for 
we hare had the comfortable presence of God aouHig 
na, for ever blened bo Hia holy name I** 

''This is pedlar's Frestth: yon must leave off your 
cantbg.'' 

''It is lawful for me, and such as I amy to pieadli 
the Word of God." 

"Prove it'' 

"By this Scripture— 'Ab eveiy man hath receiTed 
the gift, even so let him minister the sane nnto an- 
other, as good stewards of the manifold grace of God. 
If any man speak, let him speak aa the oracles of 
God.'" 

" I am not so well verwd in Soriptore aa to dis- 
pute; but we cannot wait upon you any longer. 
Ton confess the indictment, do you notT 

" This*I confess — ^we have had many meetings to- 
gether, both to pray to God, and to exhort one an- 
other ; and we have had the sweet, comforting pres- 
ence of the Lord among us for our encouragement^ 
blessed be His name: therefore I confess myself 
guilty, and no otherwise." 

" llien hear your judgment : ' Ton must be had 
back again to prison, and there lie for three months 
following : and, at three months' end, if you do not 
submit to go to church to hear divine service, and 
leave your preaching, you must be banished the 
realm : And itj after such a day as shall be appointed 
you to be gone, you shall be found in this realm, or 
be found to come over again without special license 
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fiom tie king, you mutt stretch by the neck tar iiy 
I tell you plainly.' Jailor, bare him away P 

^ As to this matter/' says Bunyan, boldly, as he 
rises to leave the dock, *^ I am at a poin* with you ; 
for, if I were out of prison to-day, I would preach 
the gospel again to-morrow, by the help of God." 

And all honor to thee, thou good confessor ! This 
shall be remembered one day, when the Lord is dis- 
tributing His crowns. 

We rise, and follow him to the "• den." And he 
enters it with a calm mien ; for Anothkr is there, 
whose approving smile is more to him than all hu- 
man frowns. " I cat truly say," he writes, " and I 
bless the Lord Jesus Christ for it, that my heart was 
sweetly refreshed in the time of my examination, and 
also afterwards at my returning to the prison; so 
that I found Christ's words more than bare trifles, 
where He saith, ' He will give you a mouth and wis- 
dom, which all your adversaries shall not be able to 
gainsay nor resist^' and, that ' His peace no man tak- 
eth from us.' " 

And there he kneels in his "prison-home," his 
spirit not bound, but enlarged into a new heavenliness 
by Him who knows how to vouchsafe to His tried 
confessors, even here, divinely-solacing compensations. 
** Verily, at my return," he says, " I did meet my 
God sweetly in the prison again, comforting of me, 
and satisfying of me that it was His mind and will 
that I should be there." And, in some of his rude 
rhymes, he writes : 
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"Fbr thoofl^ men keep mj ovtwud men 
Within their locke and ban, 
Yet. bj the &ith of Christ, I can 
Mount higher than the stars. 

*Ti8 not the baseness of this state 

Doth hide us from Ood*s &oe; 
He frequently, both soon and late^ 

Doth visit US with grace. 

We change our drossy dust for gold, 

Firom death to life we fly ; 
We let go shadows, and take hold 

Of immortality. 

These be the men that G«d doth count 

Of hig^ and noble mind ; 
Ibeee be the men that do sunnonnt 

What yon in nature find. 

They conquer, when they thus do frU ; 

They kill when they do die ; 
They overcome then most of aU, 

And get the victory." 

In those ** priaon-rhymes'* the martyr learns to sii^ 
praiaea unto God — ^ oontiiiuing, through grace, with 
much content** ^ I have had sweet sights," says he, 
^ of ihe fotgiveness of my sins in this place, and of 
my being with Jesus in another world. Oh, the 
'Mount Zion, the heavenly Jerusalem, the innumer- 
able company of angels, and God the Judge of all, 
and the spirits of just men made perfect, and Jesus,' 
have been sweet unto me in this place. I have seen 
that here, which I am persuaded I shall never, while 
in (his world, be able to express.'* 
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** Stone- walls do not a prtoon makflb 
Nor iron 'bars a cage ; 
Minds innocent and qniet take 
That for a hermitage." 



The palaeeand the prison— The cell— The lamp— The ** Pilgrim"— 
The prison oonrt— The preachez^The "three Jews"— Christ a fel- 
low-prisoner— The ** tagged laces''— The visitor— The sealed eye- 
ball*— The Clerk of the Peace— The conference. 



^WhUiS the body is in a palace," says Foster, 
alluding to Peter's eDchainmeiit in the dungeon, and 
to the angel's visit, '^the soul may be in prison; 
whereas, while his body was in a prison, his soul was 
as in a palace. And, even externally, he was soon to 
have such attendance there, as the dwellers in royal 
and imperial mansions have not." Angelic ministry 
is suspended now; but he who is with us as the 
Comforter has a thousand methods of making the 
wrath of man to praise Him. 

Look into that cell I That Bible on the rude tabli^ 
and that Concordance, and that book of Martyrs ; 
and that feeble sunbeam, struggling through the 
grated window ; and that dim lamp, afiter the sun- 
beam, has gone ; and that undimmed orb shining so 
brilliantlv in the confessor's happy soul I by these 
8 
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the felon is to speak to all tune. " In the priflon,** 
is the testimony of Charles Doe, who visited him, 
** he wrote, not only * Grace Abounding,' • The Holy 
City,' and other precious treatises, but also * the Pil- 
grim's Progress, First Part' This I had from his own 
mouth. What," he adds, ^ hath the devil or his agents 
got by putting our great gospel-minister in prison f 

Quitting for a moment the little cell, we go with 
him into the prison«oonrt *' Imagination," wrote 
Howard, visiting the place in after-years, ''can 
hardly realise the miseries of fifty or sixty pious men 
and women, taken from a place of worship, and in- 
carcerated in such dungeons with felons — as was 
the case while Bunyan was a prisoner. How justly 
did the poor pilgrim call it a ' certain den I' " But 
what scene is this which meets us, as we enter the 
court? ''When I visited him in prison," says the 
eye-witness already quoted, Charles Doe, "there 
were about sixty Dissenters besides himself and 
two eminent Dissenting ministers, by which means 
the prison was very much crowded; yet, in the 
midst of all that hurry which so many new-comers 
occasioned, I have heard Mr. Bunyan both preach 
and pray with that mighty spirit of &ith and plero- 
fhory of Divine assistance which has made me 
stand and wonder." 

Describing the three confessors in the furnace at 
Babylon, Foster has written: — "They were seen act- 
ually associated with a Being that belonged not to 
the earth. That space of fire was as a tract of an- 
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other world. They oould have no wish to oome 
forth. It was the sublimest, most delightful re- 
gion thej had ever dwelt in yet. In their state of 
feeling, that burning floor was preferable to the mar- 
ble pavement of the monarch's superbest palace." 
And is not the ^*den" of Bedford transformed, by 
the same Divine alchemy, into the very pavilion of 
Qod 9 ** I never knew," says Bunyan, ** what it was 
for God to stand by me at all turns, and at every 
offer of Satan to afflict me, as I have found since I 
came in hither; insomuch that I have often said, 
*' Were it lawful, I oould pray for greater trouble, for 
the greater comfort's sake.' " And again : — ^^ 1 have 
been able to ' laugh at destruction,' and to fear nei- 
ther the horse nor his rider." 

" Oh, happy he who doth possess 
Ohrist for a fellow-prisoner, who doth glad 
With heavenly Bunbeams gaols that ore most sad T' 

But we return with* him into the cell. It is near 
sunset ; and, with the fading light, how earnestly he 
labors at those '^ tagged laces," to finish the ^ gross" 
for the day 1 A gentle knock at the door announces 
the expected visitor. It is his little blind daughter, 
come for the day's work, from which the desolate 
family are to obtain their precarious pittance * And, 

* ** In prison," says Mr. Wilson, tho Baptist minister, who 
was his fellow-prisonor, " I have been witness tliat his own 
hands ministered to his, and to his family's necessities, mak- 
ing many hwidred gross of long-tagged laoes, to flU up the 
vacancies of his time." 



y Google 



88 THB GOOD 80U>niR: 

ohy how pleasant to hhn are the momeDta which this 
dear child is suffered to pass in the cell I Clawing 
her to his bosom, the manly confessor, whom no 
menances can browbeat, and from whom no suffer- 
ings can extort a sigh, is dissolved in a flood of ten* 
demeas as he gases nightly on this child I And how 
jeaminglj he prays, as thej kneel side by side upon 
the stone floor! These eye-balls are sealed; but the 
heart's eye— let the light shine there I 

The three months have now eli^Med, and a visitor 
of another kind is announced. It io the '^ Clerk of 
the Peace,** sent from the justices to demand his 
**sabmittance.'' 

^ I am come," says he, " to tell yoo, that it is 
desired you submit yourself to the laws of the hind ; 
or else at the next sessions it will go worse with you, 
even to be sent away out of the nation, or else worse 
than that.** 

Not discomposed by the significant intimation, the 
eenfessor replies : — " I desire to demean myself in 
the world as becometh both a man and a Chris- 
tian." 

" But you must submit to the law of the land, and 
leave off those meetings which you were wont to 
have ;. for the statute-law is directly against it, and 
I am sent to you by the justices to tell you that they 
do intend to prosecute the law against you, if you 
submit not" 

^ Rir, I conceive that the law by which I am in 
prison at this time was made against those who, 
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designiDg to do evil in their meetings, made the 
exercise of religion a pretext to cover their wicked- 
ness. It doth not forbid the private meetings of 
those who plainly and simply make it their only end 
to worship the Lord, and to exhort one another to 
edification." 

** Well, I don't profess to be a man that can d]»> 
pnte ; but, neighbor Bunjan, I would have you 
submit yourself. Tou may exhort your neighbor 
in prirate discourse, so be you do not call together an 
assembly of people. It is your private meetings that 
the law is against" 

**Sir, if I may do good to one by my discourse, 
why not to two ? And if to two, why not to four t 
And if to four, why not to eight ? And so on." 

'* But you may only do harm, by seducing people : 
you are, therefore, denied your meeting so many 
together, lest you should do harm." 

**And yet you say the law tolerates me to dis- 
course with my neighbor I Surely there is no law 
tolerates me to seduce any one : therefore, if I may 
by the law discourse with one, surely it is to do him 
good ; and if I, by discoursing, may do good to one, 
surely by the same law I may do good to many." 

^ The law doth expressly forbid your private meet> 
ings, therefore they are not to be tolerated." 

'^But when I see that the Lord, through grace, 
hath in some measure blessed my labor, I dare not 
but exercise for the good of the people that gift which 
Qod hath given me." 

8* 
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*" What if 7<m should feihesr a while, and mi Btill 
tfll yoQ see farther how things will go T 

''Sir, WicUifle aaith that he which leaveth off 
l^eachiiig and hearing of the Word of €k>d Ibr fear 
of ezconunaDication of men, he is alreadj ezoom- 
manicated of God, and shall in the last day be 
counted a traitor to Ghrisf* 

** Well, neighbor Banyan, bat indeed I woold wish 
yoa seriously to ooosider of these things between this 
and the qaarter-eessions, and to submit yourseli 
Ton nmy do much good if you o<Nitinae still in the 
land; but, alas! what benefit will it be to your 
friends, or what good can yon do to them, if yoa 
should be sent away beyond the seas into Spain, or 
Gonstantinoi^e, or some olher remote part of the 
woridt Pnty, be ruled.'* 

''Indeed, ar,** interpoees the jailor, "I hoipe he 
wiU be ruled." 

"I shall desire,'' says Bunysn, "in all godtineas 
and honesty, to behave myself in the nation whilst I 
am in it And, if I must be so dealt withal as you 
say, I hope God will help me to bear what they shall 
lay upon me." 

Hie visitor seems awe-strioken, and he rises to 
leave, Bunyan thanking him for his "civil and meek 
discoundng^ with him. The felon is left alone ; and, 
as the door doses, he lifts this aiq>inition — ^"Oh! 
that we might meet in heaven i" 
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** SMk ft good wlfa of thy God ; for the la the b«it gilt of HU proTl- 
danott. 
Tb«7 tbftt leva Mrlf b«oomo llk«-iQlnd«d i 
Tb«7 grow up leaning on OAoh otbar, m tb« olive ftnd the Tine.** 

Ooronfttlon-feitival-*Amneaty^**Bulnff out ft pardoii"--Ohrletlftni^— 
The eeU-The SwAH^ohftmbeiwSir Mtithew Uele— The pettllo1M^- 
**OUpped him up"— "It is recorded"— " Four ftWAll children"— "A 
tinker"—" God bath owned him"— The teare^Boman Oatfteombe— 
PrtftOA Jo7ft-*Dftrk eloadf and bright. 

It is the OoronAtion-fettival of the Second Charles. 
Hie nation'is heart is stunned ; the fevered era of the 
Oommonwealth has given plaee to a oollapse; and 
the rollicking Oourt, mad with joy, has few thoughts 
for the good confessors whom it has consigned to 
the dungeons. 

But coronations must have amnesties ; and there* 
fore the semblance of a pardon is vouchsafed. Bun- 
jan and his fellows are allowed a year for ** suing" 
the royal clemency ; so that for twelve months the 
sentence of '* banishment or of hanging*' is held in 



In his homely rhymes, Bunyan describes Obris- 
tiana and her boys thus : 

'^TeU them that tbey have left their house sod home f 
Are turned pUfrln»--stek a world to oome ; 
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Thai th^ hKW9 met with hardahips in the mj. 
That the/ do meet with troubles ni^t and day; 
And bow they stiU 
Baftiae this world, to do their Father's will." 

Hie words toach the tenderest chord in the holy 
■eer'a heart For, let us enter the cell again, and 
who 18 this at hia aide one moming, bending so in- 
tently over a paper which Bunyan is writing on the 
little deal Ublef 

It is the Midanmmer aaaiaea ; and hia devoted wife, 
just returned from a fruitleaa jonmey on foot to Lon- 
don, 18 concerting the plea with which she shall ap- 
pear before the jadgea, and ia oonunitting it with bim 
to the Lord. 

The judges have arriyed, and are seated one after- 
noon in the ''Swan Chamber," with '' many justices 
and gentry.** Beneath the ermine of one of them 
there beats a heart not unresponaiye to the sighs of 
God's saints. Early arrested in a career of nn, Sir 
Matthew Hale has been drawn to Chiist^s feel, and 
knows no higher joy than to wash them with his 
tears. ** With abashed face and a trembfing heart," 
the noble woman ^ ventures into their presence," to 
''try what she can do with them for her husband's 
liberty before they go forth of the town." 

" My lord," she says, addressing Hale, whose mild 
and gentle mien seems to intimate that he is not an 
enemy, " I make bold to come to your lordship, to 
know what may be done with my husband." 

" I would do," replies the judge, ^ both you and 
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him the best good I can : hut they have taken that 
for a conviction which tbj husband spoke at the ses- 
sions ; and, unless there be something done to undo 
that, I fear I can do thee no good." 

" My lord, he is kept unlawfully in prison ; they 
clapped him up before there was any proclamation 
against the meetings ; the indictment also k fedse : 
besides, they never asked him whether he was guilty 
or no ; neither did he confess the indictment." 

** My lord," interposes one of the justices, " he was 
lawfully convicted." 

"Nay," says the bold woman; "for, when they 
said to him, Do you confess the indictment ? he said 
only this, that he had been at several meetings where 
they had preaching the Word and prayer, and that 
they had Grod's presence among them." 

" What !" exclaims the other judge, very angrily, 
as if his conscience was not at ease, " you think we 
can do what we list ! Your husband is a breaker of 
the peace, and is convicted by the law." 

" Bring me the statute-book," whispers Hale, aside, 
to one of the officers. 

" My lord," shouts another of the justices, as if 
afraid that Hale would thwart their malice, " he was 
lawfully convicted; it is recorded — it is recorded." 
" As i^" adds Bunyan, narrating the scene as he had 
it from his wife, " it must of necessity be true, because 
it was recorded. With which words he often endear 
vored to stop her mouth, having no other argument 
to convince her but — * it is recorded — ^it is recorded.' " 
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''If it be," she ropliee, <«]t u fidee." 

^ Will yonr hiuband leave preachiDg 9" asks Judge 
TwisdoD. ^ If he will do so, then send for him." 

** My lord, he dares not leave preaching as long as 
he oan speak." 

^ See here," says Twiadon ; ^ what should we talk 
any more about such a fellow f Must he do what he 
lists 9 He is a breaker of the peace." 

^My lord, he desires to live peaceably, and to 
fellow his calling, that his family may be maintained : 
and, moreover, I have four small children that can- 
not help themselves, one of which is blind, and we 
have nothing to live upon but the charity of good 
people" 

** Alas, poor woman P says Hale, in a tone of deep 
sympathy, turning round to his brother-judge. 

•* You make poverty your cloak," rejoins Twisdon : 
^ moreover, I understand he is maintained better by 
running up and down a-preaching, than by following 
his calling." 

''What is his calling}" asks Hale again, very 
mildly. 

. ^ A tinker, my lord," shout some half-doaen voices, 
eagerly; "a tinker I" 

''Tes," she replies; "and because he is a tinker, 
and a poor man, therefore he is despised, and cannot 
have justice." 

''Since they have taken," says Hale, gravely, 
but somewhat sadly, ^ what thy husband spake for 
a conviction, thou must either apply thyself to 



y Google 



JOHN BUHTAV. 95 

the king, or sue out his pardon, or get a writ of 
error." 

" My lord,'* exclaims Justice Chester, alarmed at 
Ilale's counsel, "he will preach, and do what he 
listo." 

^ lie preacheth nothing but the Word of Qod,'* she 
says. 

'' He preach the Word of God T' says Judge Twis- 
don, rising in great rage as if he woidd have struck 
her ; " he runneth up and down, and doeth harm." 

" No, my lord, it is not so ; God hath owned him, 
and done much good by him." 

" God 1 llis doctrine is the doctrine of the devil." 

"My lord, when the righteous Judge shall appear 
it will be known that his doctrine is not the doctrine 
of the devil." 

" Do not mind her," says Twisdon, hastily, turning 
to Hale, " but send her away." 

"I am sorry," rejoins Hale, addressing her very 
kindly, " that I can do thee no good : thou must do 
one of those three things aforesaid — ^namely, either 
apply thyself to the king, or sue out his pardon, or 
get a writ of error ; but a writ of error will be 
cheapest" 

Bursting into tears — ^not so much for their hard- 
faeartedness against her and her husband as for ** the 
sad account which such poor creatures will have to 
give at the coming of the Lord" — she quits the 
chamber and hastens back to the prison to report 
her ill success. " They will not call for you," she 
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Hiyi| ** and they will not remit the Bentenoe." And, 
with that, they calmly kneel, appealing to a higher 
tribanaly and patiently waiting God's time. 

like the early confessors of the Roman Cataoombsy 
scarcely a word escapes from Bunyan's lips or pen to 
intimate his prison-priyations ; only the Ixight hope 
is seen. **What gladness^ we have him writing, 
for example, amidst the gloominess of that dismal 
oeU— 

''What gladness shall possesB oar hear^ 
When we shall see these things! 
What light and life in every par^ 

Rise like eternal springs I 
O blessed &ce ! O holy gracel 

When shall we see this day? 
Lord, fetch us to this goodly plaoe^ 
We humbly to thee pray. 

Thns, when in heavenly hannony 

These blessed saints appea% 
Adoraed with grace and m^jesty^ 

What gladness will be there 1 
Thns shall we see, thus shall we be^ 

Oh, would the day were oomel 
Lord Jesus, take us up to Thee, 

To tiiia desired home." 

Before his imprisonment^ ^ for not so littk as a 
year together," he "" U>uld seldom go to prayer but 
this sentence or sweet petition, to be ' strengthened 
with all might) according to his glorious power, 
unto all patience and long-suffering with joyfniness,' 
would, as it were, thrust itself into his mind, and 
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persuade him that if ever he ahoidd go through 
loDg-snffering he must have patience, especially if he 
would endure it joyfully ." And the prayer is not 
unanswered now. *' When God makes the bed," he 
writes one day from his cell, with its straw couch, 
^he must needs be easy that is cast thereon; a 
blessed pillow hath that man for his head, though to 
all beholders it is hard as a stone." And, another 
day, sending to his brethren of the Church at Bed- 
ford his " Grace Abounding" — " a drop of that honey 
which he has taken from the carcass of the lion," he 
says : — ^ I ha?e eaten thereof myself^ and am much 
refreshed thereby. The Philistines understand me 
not." And a while later : — ^ Now is my heart full 
of comfort. I would not have been without this trial 
for much ; I am comforted every time I think of it, 
and I hope I shall bless God for ever for the teach- 
ings I have had by it." And, still later, he sums up 
all in one weighty line — 

" Daik ckmds bring water, when the bright bring none." 
9 
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CHAPTER XV. 



**▲ mui bath the tiller In hie hand, end may steer against the oar- 
"The being that'la master of himself bendeth eyents to his will' 



The prison— "School of the cross*'— What makes a martyr—" Flail of 
tribulation"—" Market for the sonl"- The turnkey— A. yiaitoi^The 
detectiye— The Pilgrim— The ohoroh-meeting— <}aU— The "milk 
and honey"— </ompensation« 



Ten long years have now passed in the dismal 
" den." " The school of the cross," says he, " is the 
school of light, and lets us see more of God's mind." 
Let us enter the cell once more, and listen to his 
heavenly converse. 

^ It is not every suffering," he says to a vi^toT} 
one day, ^ that makes a man a martyr, but suffering 
for the Word of God after a right manner ; to wit, 
in that holy, humble, meek manner which the Word 
of God requireth." 

" I have often thought," rejoins the other, " that 
the best of Christians are found in the worst times." 

" Yes ; and I have thought again," says Bunyan, 
^ that one reason why we are not better is, because 
God purges us no more. Noah and Lot^ who so 



m 



y Google 



J<^ BUNTASb 99 

holy as they in the time of thdr aflKcdons ? and 
jet, who flo idle as they in the time of their pros- , 
perity ?'' 

^ What is it," enquires tile visitor, ^ which makes 
people so troubled about their afflictions ?" 

^' They are too much addicted to the pleasures of 
this life; and so they cannot endure that which 
makes a separation between them. The Lord useth 
the flail of tribulation to separate the chaff from the 
wheat.'' 

Another day we join him, and find him pleading 
with a visitor, thus : — ^^ To be truly sensible of sin, is, 
to sorrow for displeasing of God — ^to be afflicted that 
He is displeased by us, more than that He is dis- 
pleased with us." 

^But how may I get this penitence ? for my heart 
is 8o hard." 

'^The death of Christ gives us the best discovery 
of ourselves — ^in what condition we were, that noth- 
ing could help us but that ; and also the most clear 
discovery of the dreadful nature of our sins. For, if 
sin be such a dreadful thing as to wring the heart of 
the Son of God, how shall a poor wretched ^sinner be 
able to bear it?" 

It is the Lord's day, and we are with him in the 
c^ll once more. " Have a special care," he is saying, 
with a smile of holy joy caught from the holy day, 
^ to sanctify this blessed festival. Make it the market 
for thy soul ; let the whole day be spent in prayer or 
meditation ; lay aside the affairs of the other parts 
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of the week; let the aennon then haat heard be oout 
veited into pmyen** 

And, not iu individual parieys only, but in wider 
ooUoqnies, he finds, in tieae years, a door of utter- 
ance opened. For, He who gave Joseph favor in the 
flight of his £Jg3rpdan gaoler, has touched the heart 
of the Bedford turnkey, so that his prisoner enjoys 
stolen hours of fellowship with the brethren at their 
place of meeting, '^ exhorting them to be stead&st in 
their fiuth of Jesus Christ'* It is recorded of the 
imprisoned confessors of Madeira, that their keeper 
would give them leave of absence for many hours, 
on no other security than their parole. The Bedford 
prisoner is even allowed on one occasion to *^ go to see 
the Christians of London." The visit, however, is 
scarcely over, when the rumor gets wind among the 
bishops that the gaoler is inexcusably lax ; and an 
officer iff ^'spatched from London to visit the prison. 
-^„ us enl^^ Bunyan is out on leave. It is kte; 
Heavenly co.|y^y^ slipped quickly past, as he enjoys 
" It is not -. j^ children's prattle and of his wife's 
one day, " thai^ a j ^^ust away," he suddenly ex- 
for the Word ^^ ^^ j^^^^ moment; "I got 
m that holy, hu to-night, but I think I had better 
of God requireth^^^^ ^^^^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^^^. ^^ 

"I have often ,^ ^^ ^^^ the prison-door, that 
the best of Chnstaa. j^ ^^ j^ ^^^^ ^^^^ ^^^ 

"Yes; and I hav% 
" that one reason wh ^^^^. ^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^^ 
God purges us no m.^^ y^^^^^^^ ^j^ ^^ j^ 
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is the detective from London, arrived on his un- 
p^racioua eVrand. 

" Are all the prisoners safe ?** he asks, in a tone of > 
authority, as the gaoler cautiously opens the gate. 

"Yes," replies the turnkey, with a peculiar em- 
phasis, like one who feels he can safely make a clean 
breast of it. 

" Is John Bunyan safe ?" 

"Yes." 

'* Let me see him." 

Bunyan is summoned, and is eyed from head to 
foot The ofiScer is orest-faUen^ and leaves chagrined 
and chafed. 

" Well," says the gaoler to him, as he conducts 
him back to the cell, with a strange awe upon his 
spirit — " you may go out again just when you think 
proper ; for you know when to return better than I 
can tell you." 

And there he is! That hard bed; and those 
gloomy walls; and that earthen jug; and those 
coarse garments ; and that calm, joyous soul. It Is 
here the *^ Dreamer," 

"Writing of the way 
And raqe of saints, 
Falls suddenly into an allegory 
About their joomey, and the way to gloiy." 

And such an allegory 1 

''This book, it ohalketh out befbre thine eyes 
The man that seeks the everlasting price ; 
9* 
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It ihowB you whenoo ho oomeB, whither he goes : 
What he leavee undoDe, and what he does ; 
It also shows jou how be rons and rans, 
TiU he unto tlie gate of glory oomee.** 

And who shall t<^ll how many souls, now redeemed, 
owe to the voice which issued from that cell their 
everiasting all t ^ This book," writes its author again 
in his ** Apology," as if possessing a presentiment 
of its mission, 

^ This book will make a traveller of thee, 
If by its counsel thou wilt ruled be : 
It will direct thee to the Holy Land, 
If thou wilt its directions understand; 
Tea, it will make the slothful active be, 
The blind also delightful things to see. 
Then read my fancies : they will stick like burs, 
And may be, to the helpless, comforters.** 

And how divinely the mission has been fulfilled, a 
coming *' day" alone shall reveal. 

It is the eleventh year of the imprisonment ; and 
we meet him one evening in the twilight on the 
bridge leading to the town. Into the rooms of a 
humble dwelling, situate in a back street, are crowded 
a company of grave, holy men, waiting for the ex- 
pected visitor and for his heavenly md^sage. Bunyan 
comes in ; and a greeting welcomes him, such as only 
suffering saints can give. " I now once again," says 
he, after they have lifted their hearts to Him who 
hears the sigh of the prisoner, ^ that you may see 
my soul hath fatherly care and desire after yovr 
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gpiiitaal and eyerlasting welfare, as before from the 
top of Shenir and Hermon, so now fron the lions' 
den, and from the mountain of the leopards,* do 
look yet after you all, greatly desiring to see your 
safe arrival into the desired haven." And, as he 
proceeds with the heavenly unction peculiar to such 
seasons, and feels the very breath, as it were, of 
Jesus to be on their souls, he bids them adieu, saying 
— "I thank God for the grace and mercy, and 
knowledge of Christ our Saviour, which He hath 
bestowed upon you, with abundance of faith and 
love; for your hungerings and thirstings after 
further acquaintance with the Father, in the Son; 
for your tenderness of heart, your trembling at sin, 
your sober and holy deportment also, before both 
God and men. They are a great refreshment to 
me, for ' you are my glory and joy.' " 

The holy Gifford, by this time, has been taken to 
his rest ; and the Church is waiting for another pas- 
tor, who shall teach them the good way of the Lord. 
It is a cold winter n%ht in December (1671); and 
the people are gathered, in the belief that He who 
^ holds in his right hand the seven stars" has indi- 
cated the choice which will meet His sanction. " At 
a full assembly of the Church," is the record in the 
minutes still extant, *^ after much seeking of the Lord 
by prayer, the congregation do with joint consent 
call forth and appoint our brother John Bunyan to 
the pastoral office." An hour elapses ; and the pris- 
♦ Cant, V. 8. 
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oner of Jenu Christ" airivea, on another of hk Idadlj 
errands. The choice is announced ; and, as the re- 
cord again rana» ^ he, accepting thereof^ gives himsdf 
up to serve Christ imd His Church in this chaige, 
and receives from the elders the right hand of fellow- 
ship, after having preached fifteen years." Commend- 
ed to the Lord and to the word of His grace, the 
pastor, as he rises, says — ''My dear children, the 
milk and honey are beyond this wilderness. God be 
merciful to you, and grant that you be not slothful 
to go in and possess the land." He returns to the 
''den," but "with much content, through grace." 
Tea, thou brave confessor, thou art not forsaken 
orout of mind. 

" Justioe hath her balances ; 
^TM>thAi» world can oompensate for all ; 
The daily niar^rrdoin of patience shall not he wanting of 
rewaid." 
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CHAPTER XVI 



Tlnil^s loye of Christ, and steadiness nnbribed. 
Were copied close in him, and well transcribed." 

** Speaks, with plainness art could never mend, 
What simplest minds can soonest comprehend." 



BdMie in the Channel— The bankrupt merchant— The landin^^-Conrt 
of St Jameses — The aadience — "■ Six poor Quakers" — Owen and the 
tinker— The petition— Liberation— The "motto"— The meeting— 
—Scene in London— The appeal— Fellowship— The Shibboleth. 

Off Brighton, then a fishing village, a boat is seen 
one night, making for the coast of France. On boatd 
is a myfiterioos stranger, very restless and very 
wretched, whom the sailors believe to be a bankrupt 
merchant, in hot haste to escape the bailiff. One' 
eye has recognized him 9 ^^^ ^^ bankrupt trembles 
from head to foot, until a side-whisper from the mate 
assures him that he is safe in his hands. After a 
rough passage, they reach the opposite coast off Fe^- 
camp : &ithful to his word, the mate rows his pas- 
senger ashore ; and, in shoal water, he carries him 
on his shoulders to the land. 

Twenty years elapse, and the mate finds himself 
«| St. James's, in the audience-^shamber of Charles IL 
He has just returned from the West Indies, after a 
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loDg abeence; and, hearing that multitodos of bis 
brethren of the ** Society of Frienda*' are in prison 
for coD8(*ience^ sake he has agreed to intercede for 
them with the king, whom he has never seen since 
they parted that morning on the shore. 

^ Ah !" exclaims his majesty, instantly rec<^nirang 
his deliverer, ** why have not you oome to claim your 
reward ?" 

'* I have been rewarded enough, Sire, with the sat- 
isfaction of having saved life.^ 

** Is there any favor I can grant you !" 

" Sire, I ask nothing for myself but for my poor 
friends, that you should set them at liberty, as I did 
your majesty P' 

^ I will release any six you name." 

" What !" says the sailor, bluntly, " six poor Quak- 
ers for a king's ransom 1" 

''Come back another day," says the king, kindly, 
" and we shall see what can be done." 

The liberations begin ; and another voice is lifted 
at Court in behalf of another prisoner. 

" How," said Charles, a year or two after this, one 
day, to Dr. John Owen, " can a learned man like you 
sit down to hear a tinker prate !" 

"May it please your majesty," answered Owen, 
"could I have the tinker's abilities for preaching, 
most gladly should I relinquish all my learning." 

Whilst the tinker is yet in prison, Owen has read 

some of his wonderful treatises, and has heard of his 

■ godly ways. A hint reaches Bedford, that a new 
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petition to the king may not now be fruitless. A 
week or two pass ; and, sitting in council, his majesty 
has before him a certificate from the Sheriff in Bed- 
fordshire, that Bunyan's only crime is ^nonconfor- 
mity.^' It is the day to issue the royal deed of pardon, 
opening the prisons to four hundred and seventy* 
one Quakers, and to about a score of Baptists and 
Independents. And to the bede-roU is added the 
navie of John Bunyan. It is on May 17, 1672. 

The ^' den" is exchanged for a humble cottage ; 
and, to supply the wants of his family, he combines 
for a time with his pastoral work the trade of a 
brazier. " Love not the world," is his remark one 
day to a friend ; ^ for it is a moth in a Christian's 
life." His own simple habits are a daily commentary 
upon that weighty counsel. 

The tinker's words are eagerly sought after by 
hungering and thirsting souls. Whilst his Jriends 
are erecting a large place of worship, the earnest 
man is to be seen, like the Master, going everywhere, 
from house to house, " teaching and preaching." 
And, at its opening, it is ^ so thronged that, though 
it is very spacious, many are constrained to stay 
without, every one striving to partake of his instruc- 
iSons." 

It is a cold winter morning in London ; and we 
hasten along in the dim dawn, the oil-lamps still 
casting their feeble glimmer on a stream of working- 
men, unusually soon astir and plainly bent on some 
engrossing errand. We taW into the stream, and aiy 
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otfried with it into a oapaoioua ohapel, which, though 
it b not yet Mven o'clock, is already filled to ove^ 
flowing, with an audience rarely seen on a workings 
day in such a place. A few minutes pass ; and a 
hioad-shouldered, cliff-browed conntiyman is stmg* 
gling, amidst a bua of whispers, up the pulpit-stair. 
He rises ; and as he utters, in his sturdy vernacular, 
his buming appeals, it is ** to astonishment, as if an 
angel or an apostle had touched the people's nt§}s 
with a coal of holy fire from the altar.*^ 

Another time, it is the Sabbath ; and only a single 
day's notice has been given of his visit to town. We 
repair to the spot — ^it is the ** Town's end Meeting- 
house," holJing between one and two thousand per- 
sons. The doors are scarcely opened, when the 
anxious multitude pour in, ^ half being fun to go 
back again for want of room." The preacher ^^ him* 
self is &in, at a back-door, to be pulled almost over 
people to get up-stairs to his pulpit" And oh, how 
he pleads with these souls ! ** I have been vile my- 
self" he says, '*but have obtained mercy; and I 
would have my companions in sin to partake of 
mercy too. A gi^eat sinner, when converted, seems a 
hootf to Jesus Christ He gets by saving such an 
one : why, then, should both Jesus lose his glory anS 
the sinner lose his soul, at once, and that for want 
of an invitation ? Come, pardoti and a part in heaven 
and in glory cannot be hurtful to you I Manasseh 
was a bad man, and Magdalene was a bad woman ; 
* The authority ia tho Rev. Charles Doe, who was present 
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to say Dothing of the thief upon the cross or of the 
murderers of Christ: yet they obtained mercy; 
Christ willingly received them. And do you think," 
he proceeds, as every eye is fixed intently and an 
awful stillness pervades the vast concourse, ^'that 
those, once so bad, now in heaven, repent them 
there because they left their sins for Christ when 
they were in this world ? 1 cannot believe but that 
you^hink they have verily got the best of it. Why, 
sinners, do you likewise ! Christ, at heaven's gate, 
says to you, ' Come hither !' and the devil, at the 
gate of hell, does call you to * come' to him. Sin-* 
ners ! what say you ? whither will you go ? Do not 
go into the fire ; there you will be burned. Do not 
let Jesus lose His longing, since it is for your salva- 
tion; but come to Him and live." And, closing 
with another of his touching appeals, the tear-drop 
already stealing down many a rough check, he adds: 
— *'One word more, and so I have done. Sinner, 
here thou dost hear of love ; prithee, do not provoke 
it by turning it into wantonness. He that dies for 
slighting love, sinks deepest into hell, and will there 
be tormented by the remembrance of that evil, more 
than by the deepest cogitation of all his sins. Take 
heed, therefore; do not make love thy tormentor, 
sinner ! Farewell !" 

We return with him to Bedford ; and how meekly 
and lovingly he goes in and out amongst his simple 
flock ! " To seek yourself in this life," is his observa- 
tion, one day, ^' is to be lost." Too intensely has he 
10 
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boon refined in the Loid*8 ftiniao^ to be a eelfeeek* 
ing man now. 

** That m)i.ili b(T«iro was darkened deftn 
With btixhy grf>ve«, pricking the looker's eje, 
Vanl<«lH*fl awaj when fiuth does change the aoene, 

And now appean a glorioas Aj.** 

And rif(ht joyous U the fellowship of the saints in 
this triiHi churck ^ Cburch^ellowship, rightlj man- 
ai^iN],** aays he, ** is the glory of all the worid. No 
plat-t*, no community, no fellowship is adorned and 
• bcspati^^liHi with those beaaties, as is a church rightly 
knit toi;:ether to th^r Head, and lovingly serving one 
anotlier.** And such a fellowship meets us here. 
Ail who have ^spiritual conununion with Christ'' 
are welcomed to the table of their common Lord, 
every detail being ** left to private judgment^ The 
light is too heavenly, and the love too genuine, to 
give place to any human shibboleth. *^ Consider,** is 
the utlW'tionate counsel with which he closes his last 
sermon to Uiein, " that the holy God is your Father ; 
and let this oblige you to live like the children of 
God, that you may look your Father in the face an- 
other day.** 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



** Jerusalem, my happy home I 
Name ever dear to me I 
When shall my labors have an end, 
In Joy, and peace, and thee?" 



The midnlght-lamp— Writings— The ftjrrow— The great morrow— The 
** blind one"— More than half away— The ark of God— Argyle- 
Barobold— Evil time— The peacemakdr— Illness— " Blaok river"— 
Beolah- Dying words— Heaven— " Feels the bottom"— Beatifloal 
vision"- How to pray— Ague— Longing— "Mortal garments"- 
"The city"— A look in at the glory. 

At the little upper-window of that lowly cottage in 
Bedford is to be seen, of an evening, a faint light, 
casting athwart the curtain a dark, deep shadow, as 
if of a man in deep thought It is Bunyan, with 
his Bible, and his glowing heart, and his magic pen, 
"sequestering" himself to his "beloved work of set- 
ting forth the glories of Immanuel." Night after 
night, his studies are protracted far into the morning ; 
ftr he does not serve the Lord with that which costs 
him nothing. Within the sixteen years which elapse 
betwixt his liberation and his death, that midnight- 
lamp witnesses the production of not fewer than 
forty-five separate works. During the day his hours 
are occupied with his beloved flock, and with his 
evangelistic wanderings. 
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His iron frame is sot what it has been. The 
twelve years in the " don** have left their traces, in a 
tread less ekstie, and in a brow more furrowed, though 
not less serene. And bis abundant labors since have 
not arrested the course of the furrow's deepening line. 
It is the seed-corn of a great to-morrow which 4e 
handles, and he may not trifle with his errand. 

And one trial visits him, which goes deeper into 
his soul than all the rest. It is ** that poor blind 
one,^ smitten by the icy finger of death. It is said 
of the Swiss, by one of our poets, that 

" The loud torrent and the whiilwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains moro." 

To this afflicted child — ^because of the very rugged- 
ness of her lot — ^her Other's heart has dung wiUi a 
most peculiar love. She is sick now ; and this other 
self, as she lies there so fiunt, seems to prostrate him 
at her side. Day after day, night after night, the 
harrowed fiither watches. But she is gone ! And, 
oh I what a blank ! *^ In all these dead,^ says Yinet, 
" we ourselves die. A part of our life, and of our 
hearty is buried in each of these tombs.** The strolsB 
Bunyan never recovers. It seems as if ahready he 
were more than half awajr^ 

His spuit, too, is trembling for the ark of God. 
The apostate James has bee^simbruing his hands in 
the blood of God^ holiest saint^ Argyle has &Ilen 
on the scaffold, *' thanking God thd^He has support- 
ed him wonderfully.*' And Rumbo^ ^as ^^ at 



Google 



JOBS BUVTAir. 118 

his side, ^ blessing Ood's holy name^ that He has 
^ given him grace to adhere to His canae in an evil 
day,** and declariDg, that, ^ if every hair of his head 
were a man, he would in that quarrel venture them 
all/' << Deliverance,'^ indeed, according to the almost 
prophetic words of Argyle, pronounced in his closing 
h6urs, '^ is to come in very suddenly ;" but the cloud 
is as yet dark overhead, unrelieved by any silver 
lining. 

In the town of Reading there resides a &mily bit- 
terly opposed to the work of God. The eldest son 
has been at Cambridge, and, hearing of the great 
preacher, has gone one night to listen. Arrested by 
the Word, he has returned to his home **• a new man,'' 
The &ther, greatly o^nded, has determined to disin- 
herit him. Day by day the estrangement grows 
more painful. At length the thought occurs — *^ Will 
not my spiritual &ther come and mediate ? And his 
prayers — will not they avail ?" 

Bunyan sets out for Beading ; and, having earned 
the blessing of the peacemaker, he reaches London 
on his way home. A drenching rain upon the road 
hat brought on fits of shivering; and he is taken 
seriously ill. 

j^om the firsts a presentiment seizes him that he is 
searing the ^ black river." Calling for pen, ink, and 
paper, he addresses to his dear flock a few sentences 
of parting tenderness. ^ Thus have I written to you," 
says he, '* before I die, to provoke you to faith and 
holiness, and to love one another when I am deceased 
10* 
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and shall be in Para&e, as through grace loomforir 
ably believe." 

Already the air of Beulah surrounds him with its 
fragrant breeses. *^ In heaven," says he to one kind 
friend who has come to visit him, ** we shalL^ find 
blessings in their purity, without any ingredient to 
embitter — ^with everything to sweeten it" And to 
another: ^Oh! who is able to conceive the inex- 
pressible, inconceivable joys that are there ? None 
but they who have tasted them." And another day 
thus : ^ How will the heavens echo for joy when the 
bride, the Lamb^s wife shall come to dwell with her 
Husband for ever I" 

Fever comes on; and, in a few more days, the 
** earthly house," enfeebled by so many labors, shall 
be ^dissolved." But his earnest spirit ^ feels the 
bottom, and it is good." And so, with 

"A heart at leisure firom itselC" 

he calmly utters, as from the river^s &rther bank, sun- 
dry parting counsels. 

^ If you would be better satisfied," says he, ** what 
the beatifical vision means, my request is, that you 
would live holily, and go and see." 

^^ Christ," says he, on another occasion, ^is the 
desire of all nations, the joy of angels, the delight of 
the Father : what solace, then, must the soul be filled 
with, that hath the possession of Him to all eter- 
nity I" 

And again : ** Before you enter into prayer, aak 
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thy soul these questions : To what end, my soul I 
art thou retired into this place ? Art thou oome to 
converse with the Lord in prayer f Is thy business 
slight ? Is it not oonoeming the welfare of thy soul ?** 

In these last hours, this closet-fbllowship again and 
again he urges. ** Pray often,*' he says, one morning 
with great earnestness ; ^ prny often, for prayer is a 
shield to the soul, a saorifioe to God, and a scourge 
for Satan.'* And an hour or two later : '^ The spirit 
of prayer is more precious than thousands of gold 
and silver." And ngain, thus : "In thy closet, con- 
sider that thou art but dust and aaheSy and He the 
great God, Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, who 
^ dotlies Himself with light as with a garment ;' that 
thou art a vile sinner, and He a holy God ; that thoif 
art but a crawling worm, and He the omnipotent Crea- 
tor." And still again : " When thou prayest, rather 
let thy heart be without words than thy words with- 
out heart. And, remember," he adds emphatically, 
** either prayer will make thee cease fVom sin, or sin 
will certainly entice thee to cease trom prayer." 

The ague grows more alarming; and, once and 
again, in the intervals of its feverish paroxysms, hia 
eye is lifted upward, and the whisper is breathed— 
^ Oh I to depart and to be with Christ 1 far, far 
better!" A few more hours, and the longing is 
granted ; he " leaves behind him in the river" his 
" mortnl garment ;" and Arom the humble dwelling 
in Snowhili his great spirit is wafted upwards, to 
** the city beyond the clouds." 
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It IS on the last daj of AQgnst^ 1688, and in the 
Bxtieth year of his age. 

Reader 1 look in for a moment after him into 
that gioiy whither he is gone. See I the dtj shines 
like the son ; its streets are payed with gold ; and in 
them walk many men with crowns oa their heads, 
palms in their hands, and golden harps to praise 
withaL And yonder he is I the wayw<vn tinker — 
not wayworn now I The hells of the city ring again 
— he IS ** with the Lord" lor ever ! 

** Seryaat of God, well done I 
Best fh»n thy loved emplojl 
The battle 'b firaght, the victoiy wcm 
Enter thy ICaster's joy I** 
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CJie Christian fnlaxtx: 

GESHABD TESSTEE6EN. 



"ManiBaUweakneBs; there is no such tbiog 
Ab prince or king. 
Hia ann is short; jet^ with a sling, 
He may do more." 
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^'Let us not be weary in well doing; for in due seaaon we 
shall reap, if we fiiint not" — Gal vl 9. 
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" Flowers, tlutt with one scarlet gleam 
Cover a hundred leagaea, and seem 
To set the hills on fire.'' 



^ When a tired laborer,'' says Foster, ^ can repose 
upon laying aside his work, that is something. But 
can the Christian laborer? How would a soldier, 
who had deserted in battle, look at his arms?" 
Gerhard Tersteegbn is reposing now; but his 
battle is fought, his work of service is done. 

Reader I here is a lifenstudy which we inyite you 
to ponder. And may you have grace to go and do 
likewise ! Rest comes after victory : your final vic- 
tory is not yet. 

And take courage I The "Well done!" will be 
pronounced "in due season;" and, when it comes, 
you will not deem it late. 
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CHAPTER I. 



" As in the talipes folded root 

Are stem, leaf, bud, and blossom foiind ; 
So youth and age, hope's flower and fhiit~> 

The man within the infant bound — 
Throbbed to break loose, but throbbed in vain. 
Till, link by link, time loosed the chain/' 



Birth— Early struggles— Studies— Earnest nature- Apprentice8hip-i~ 
Scene in the forest— Awakening— The moonlight and the sunlight 

Born in the principality of Moers, in 169Y, the 
youngest of a family of two daughters and six sons, 
and losing his father while yet a child, Gerhard was 
early summoned to that energetic self-reliance which 
gives tone and force to the will. At school he studied 
earnestly the Greek, and Hebrew, and Latin tongues ; 
until, in his fourteenth year, at the close of his course, 
he pronounced an oration in Latin verse with such 
Seldty that a magistrate of his native town urged his 
mother to allow her son to devote himself entirely to 
study. But, destined from the first to a mercantile 
life, he was bound, in his- fifteenth year, an apprentice 
to his brother-in-law in Mtllheim, for a term of four 
years. 

" That man is to be pitied," said the Reporter of 
the Young Men's Christian Association of Paris, at 
1* 
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the reoeot meeting of Young Men's Associations in 
that capital, ^ who has never felt cnthosiasm — who 
C4irnes beneath a youthful brea&t a heart prematurely 
old." And he a*lded: "Christianity does not fear 
entliusiasui — ^it purifies and exalts it. What do I 
say f It alone preserves it ; it alone keeps intact — 
sheltered from the contamination of the world — that 
fruitful source of generous devotion which has its 
deepest sent in Ihe human soul." Tersteegen's was 
a nature which could not waste itself in mere ennui. 
A fire was there which must bum. Unsanctified, it 
will blaie in a consuming ambition — a restless world- 
liness: touched from heaven, it will become the 
lambent flame en the golden altar, wafting upward 
the fragrant iocense, a sweet savor before the Lord. 

At the age of sixteen, and whilst an apprentice 
at Mtllheim, ho was first brought face to face with 
the great question of his salvation. On his way, one 
day, through a deep forest to a neighboring town, he 
was seized with a sudden illness, which seemed to 
threaten immediate death. Retiring out of the road 
to a secluded spot, he fell on his knees, beseeching 
Qod to spare him until he should be better prepared 
to enter eternity. The pain left him as suddenly as 
it had come ; and from that hour began his groping 
after the heavenly light 

"An ungodly man," we find him saying, long 
afterwards, " is one who is detached from God, and 
cleaves to himself and the creature : a godly man is 
one who is detached from himself and the creature. 
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and adheres ta God with all affection.^ And he 
adds : ^ The sole basis of this godliness is an essen- 
tial union to Christ Jesus ; and the godliness itself 
is the Dew life which springs from it, therefore em- 
phatically called in Scripture, 'Godliness in Christ 
Jesus.'" In search of that godliness his earnest 
spirit was now darkly feeling its way. 

The loving Saviour had wounded him. "My 
carnal nature," he tells us, " would gladly have ex- 
pelled the thought from my mind, and would have 
had me live, the day through, as before, free, and 
jovial, and merry; but there had fallen upon my 
heart such a burden as I could not get rid of — I felt 
my sins, my wants, my danger. It was the love of 
Christ which constrained me to feel thus ; although 
my soul as yet knew nothing of this love, but was 
only conscious of wrath and condemnation." 

For many days, the light around him was but as 
the moonlight paleness and dimness. " God leaves 
us," he wrote afterwards, referring to that season of 
groping, "to exert all our strength, and to weary 
ourselves, and to become faint, as it were, by our 
own attempts after holiness and righteousness, in 
order that wo may come weary and heavy laden to 
Jesus." Tersteegen's earnest nature drew him into 
a rigid self-denial ; — such as, coarse apparel ; coarser 
&re, consisting of flour, milk and water, and partaken 
of only once a-day ; together with the humblest pos- 
sible lodging. In this way he sought rest ; but, by 
seeking it out of Christ, he was " only adding (he 
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us) day by dkj to his burden^ It was like 
dragging a lifeless corpse, or a man in a swoon: 
what labor is needed to remove him only a few feet 
from the pUoe where he fell down I 

At last, in his twentieth year, the sunlight rose. 
The loviog Saviour, who had wonnded him, now 
drew near to heal. *' He took me by the hand,** he 
says, *^ drew me away from perdition's yawning gulf 
—directed my eye to Himself and, instead of the 
well-deserred pit of hell, opened to me the nn&thom- 
able abyss of His loving heart." 
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CHAPTER H. 



** LoTe is a sweet idolatrj, enslaving all the sonl : 
A mighty spiritual force.*^ 



Aogostlne— " For thyself" — Dedication— Elbbon-maklng—" Artless 
humility**— Daily roatine— Llylng sacrifice—*' Perfectly at ease in 
God"— doeet fellowship. 

It was a favorite saying of Augustine — " Thou, O 
Lord, hast created us for Thyself; and our heart is 
restless until it rests in Thee." With a character- 
istic intenseness, Tersteegen now made this rest his 
own. " I thank God," we find him writing, " that 
He has permitted me to live so long as to enable me 
to become acquainted with Him," And twenty- 
seven years later, he says, referring to this great 
crisis — ^ God graciously called me out of the world, 
and granted me the desire to belong to Him, and to 
be willing to follow Him. I long for an eternity, 
that I may suitably glorify Him for it" And, de- 
scribing the same deliverance, he wrote, in lines 
gienerally ascribed to Wesley, but really Tersteegen's, 
thus : — 

** Thou hidden love of Gk>d, whose heighl^ 
Whose depth, un&thomed, no maa knows I 
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I •eefrom &r thy beaoteoas ]]gfat» 

IDI7 1 fiigh fi>r Ihy repose ; 
My heart is pained, nor can it be 
At reet, till it find rest in Thee. 

Thy secret voioe invites me still 
The sweetness of thy yoke to prove ; 

And fiiin I would ; but, though n^ will 
Seems fixed, yet wide my paasionB lOve— 

Yet hindrances strew all the way ; 

I aim at Thee, yet from Thee stray. 

Tis mercy all, that Thou hast brought 
My mind to seek its peace in Thee ; 

Yet while I seek but find Thee not, 
No peaee my wandering soul shall see. 

Oh, when shall all my wanderings end, 

And all my steps to Jesus tend ? 

My own endeavors are in vain ; 

From self-attempts Love turns away; 
A gaze too ardent gives her pain* 

And will not suflTer her to stay. 
Mine eyes against each object close^ 
And bring me^ Iiove, to thy repoea 

Eadi moment draw from earth away 
My heart, that lowly waits thy call; 

Speak to my inmost soul, and say, 
*I am thy Love, thy God, thy AIII' 

To feel thy power, to hear thy voice^ 

To taste thy love, be all my choice." 

Service now took another hue. *^ Thou, God, seest 
me P was henceforth his master-thought And that 
Qod was bis Father, with whom he felt himself at 
g, vi. 6. 
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home. '^ I knew," he says, " that God saw all that 
passed within me ; I, therefore, laid open ray inmost 
soul to this Sun of righteousness, to be enlighlened, 
warmed and renovated by its beams." 

" Can these be thy people," he exclaimed one day, 
" who serye thee only occasionally with their lips, 
and thine enemies daily in their hearts ?" Tersteegen 
himself delivered from the fear which hath bondage, 
was a follower of the Lord as a dear child. " I am 
the Lord's," he wrote about this time to a friend. 
"Having surrendered myself to Him, I belong to 
Him, with all that I am, and no longer to myself: 
by this I must abide, or else I muat make as solemn 
a revocation as my previous surrender — ^from which 
may the Lord preserve me ! I am His, I repeat, and 
God regards me as such." And he added, in one of 
his touching stanzas : 

"Is there a thing beneath the sun 

That strives with Thee my heart to share ? 
Ah I tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of eveiy motion there." 

Fearing the distractions of a more engrossing mer- 
cantile life, he was led, soon after the expiry of his 
term of apprenticeship, to adopt the humble trade 
of a ribbon maker. After laboring from five in the 
momiog till nine in the evening, he would steal out 
quietly to visit the sick and the needy in some back 
i^ley of the town, sharing with them his scanty eam- 
ings, and telling them of the Friend of sinners. 
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"Bear one another's burdens," he used to say, "both 
of body and soul, as if they were your own. Be e^er 
ready to serve one nnothor gladly and in artless ho- 
mility, and to wash ono another's feet (so to speak), 
or in the meanest and most laborious offices." 

This "artless humility" — ^how precious a grace 1 
Tersteegen was daily learning to be " clothed" with 
it "Do not think so much," he said to a friend one 
day, unfolding the method of exercising it, "upon 
denying yourselves, upon being faithful, or upon liv- 
ing holil V and strictly ; but only seek to love, hunger 
after love, exercise yourselves in love. Love is always 
exercising self-denial, without tasting its bitterness, 
and almost without ever thinking of it Think only 
how you may love Christ — ^how you may love H5m 
more cordially than ever; and do every thing to 
gratify and satisfy His love." 

In 1726 he associated with himself in his trade a 
young man named Sommer, who was desirous of ac- 
quiring the art of ribbon-making. Ss season of sol- 
itude had been peculiarly pleasant to him. "I can- 
not express," he tells us, " how happy I was during 
the time I lived alone. I often thought that no mon- 
arch on earth could live so contentedly as I did." 
And now that he had exchanged, somewhat reluct- 
antly, the solitude for the society of his friend, 
nothing could be more beautiftil than the daily 
routine beneath that lowly roof. Rising in the 
morning at five, after their secret devotions, the 
friends sang together a hymn, and read a little of 
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the Word. Ck)ffee followed; then a brief prayer; 
and both proceeded quietly to work. At eleven they 
rested ; and, after separating for an hour for the pur- 
pose of prayer, they dined together, and resumed 
their labor at one. At six in the evening they were 
at liberty, when they again spent an hour in private 
meditation and prayer. The remainder of the even- 
ing was spent in labors of love, either at the desk or 
in the dwellings of the poor. 

Even his commonest occupations had acquired a 
new dignity in his eyes — they were apart of his daily 
** living sacrifice." " The love of Christ," we find him 
saying on one occasion, " enters voluntarily into all 
our concerns ; it will, and must, have its hand, not 
only in the greatest, but even in the smallest things. 
By love all these trifies may become truly great, and 
a means of serving God. He that (so to speak) picks 
up a bit of straw from the ground, -from love to 
Christ, performs a great work." 

And by the same love his frequent bodily mffer- 
inffs were transformed into wiUing sacrifices. One 
day, as he lay in bed very ill, and a friend was bid- 
ding him what both thought might be a last farewell, 
Tersteegen said, with a pleasant smile, " I am per- 
fectly at ease in God : I find him in every way all 
sufficient: I can enter eternity to-night with com- 
fort" And another day he said, " How many let 
their courage fail when they see that Jesus distn- 
butes^ not bread and wine only, but also crosses !" 
Tersteegen's whole life was a life of cross-bearing; 
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but he bore them joyfbllj, knowing that He who 
diitributeB oroases now, will, ere long, distribute 
crowns. 

And the same love made his c/om< so pleasant. 
^ Solitude,'' he would saj, ^ is the school of god- 
liness. You are called — think what grace! — to 
social converae with Qt)d." And again, "To be 
emptied of everything — to be alone with God in the 
spirit, at rest and in silence, giving place to God 
and things divine, from which alone result truth, 
and strength, and life, and salvation ; — ^how dear to 
me are the times I can spare for that purpose T 
Reader! is your closet a pleasant place to you! 
What you are upon your knees, that is the real man. 
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CHAPTER III. 



"Straightway they forsook their neta, aDd followed Hm.** 

'^Not alpthful he, thongh seeming anemployed. 
And censored oft as useless." 



An awakening— Indian backwoods — Madeira — "Very hnngry" — His 
trade— The cottage— Its ** consecration"— His one theme— "A naked 
Inflmt"— The oorrectlr^— Where to get Theology— Payson— Lather. 

In 1727 there was a great awakening in the 
neighborhood of MUlheim. A friend, who for some 
time had noted Tersteegen's so singular progress in 
the divine life, urged him to speak to the awakened. 
But, distrusting his own powers, he hesitated to open 
his lips in a public assembly. '^ I would rather hide 
myself from all the world," he said, " thao let myself 
be seen or heard." The Lord, however, was saying 
to him, ^ Say not, I am a child ; for thou shalt go to 
all that I shall send thee ; and whatsoever I com- 
mand ihee thou shalt speak." At length Tersteegen 
yielded. And such words ! To the whole-hearted 
they were as barbed arrows, and to the wounded as 
an excellent oil. 

Instinctively discerning in him a heart of intensest 
sympathy, the people resorted to him from every 
quarter, seeking his counsel and his consolations. 
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Brainerd tells lu, in his Diaiy, that, when the Divine 
Spirit was working among the Indians, he could 
searoely get an hour's rest — so earnest were the 
people for the hread of life. In Madeira, during the 
awi^ening there, the P^tugaese used to travel over- 
night many miles; and an expression which we re- 
memher Hewitson once told us they were in the 
hahit of using when they came to him, was, ^ We 
are very hungry." So also was it with Tersteegen 
at Mtllheim. ''The awakening," we find him 
writing, ^ occasions me many visits. I am ohliged 
to devote myself, almost from morning till evening, 
to converse with people, either individually or col- 
lectively. I feel I must spend and be spent It 
were a small thing to put health and even life itself 
into the scale, in order to fulfil the good pleasure of 
God." 

With increasing bodily weakness, aggravated by 
his nightly studies and watchings, he soon found 
himself driven to the alternative, either of declining 
the greater part of these visits, or of giving up his 
employment Many generous offers had been made 
to him by friends who saw that the Lord was calling 
him to this spiritual work. One, a merchant, had 
proffered him an annuity for life ; another, a Dutch 
gentleman, had with tears urged his acceptance of a 
bond for 10,000 florins; whilst a third, a Christian 
lady whom he had never seen, had in her will ap- 
pointed him her executor over a property of 40,000 
florins, on condition of his taking whatever he needed. 
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But these offers, and many others besides, he had 
declined. It was only when disabled by weakness 
from manual labor, that he at length consented to 
accept the love-offerings of a few very special friends. 
And, bis moderate wants thus supplied, he gave his 
little surplus to the poor followers of Jesus. 

Tersteegen did not shrink from labor. '* Your un- 
dertaking some external employment,*' he onbe wrote 
to a friend, ** is needful for you and well-pleasing to 
God. The idea which some have, that all is tempo- 
ral and transient, and therefore useless, merely arises 
from the disrelish and gloom of the constitution. 
We were driven out of Paradise by sin ; and, accord- 
ing to God's wise arrangement, we must now till the 
thistly ground as a penance, and for our amendment, 
and be exercised in the performance of things so 
worthless. It would be folly to doubt on the sub- 
ject. We ought not, however, to burden ourselves 
too heavily, but do all that we do to the Lord ; they 
will then, not only not be prejudicial to our spiriti 
but advantageous to it: so that, by this simple in- 
tention of doing all things, whether little or great, to 
the Lord and from love to Him, even the smallest 
things become important, and earth is turned into 
gold." Tersteegen might still have continued at his 
trade, and he would have transformed its engrossing 
cares into a heavenly discipline ; but the same sin- 
gle-hearted dedication to God, which would have 
kept him at his ribbon-noaking, if such had seemed 
to be the divine leaning, now constrained him to cast 
2* 
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himseir into the new and leas certain mode of life to 
whicb plainly circumstanoes were calling him. 

And Buch is the bedtting way for thoae who are 
** not their own.** One diaoiple the Lord needs as a 
Christian tradesman ; another as a Christian mer- 
chant ; a third as an evangelist ; a fourth as a 
prisoner in the dungeon ; a fifUi as a martyr at the 
stake. Each man, in dectding his work, is a law to 
himself provided always he is ^ under law to Christ.'' 
The general rule is, to abide in the calling in which 
His grace found usb The exception to the rule is, 
for Peter to leave his nets, and Levi his desk, and 
William Carey his lasts. Tersteegen found himself 
in the latter category ; and joyously he ^ went out, 
not knowing whither be went" One thing, how- 
ever, he did know — the Lord was on before him. 

A friend died, and he rented hii little cottage. 
There he welcomed the many strangers who rdsorted 
to him in increasing numbers, from all quarters, to 
hear at his lips the Word of Life. It thus became 
known, and* is known to this day, as ^ The Pilgrims' 
Cottage." 

The ^^ consecration" of the cottage (as Terste^n 
called it) was a touching scene. Hoffman, its former 
possessor, had requested him on his death-bed to 
assemble some friends a few days after his decease, 
and give thanks for his happy departure. At two 
hours' notice, one hundred and fifty people gathered; 
and Tersteegen was compelled to address them. A 
deep emotion pervaded the meeting — ^the Word 
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" came with power." It was a true consecration of 
his humble dwelling — ^the Lord Himself was there. 

And other scenes, not less aflfecting, were wit- 
nessed there from week to week. "There is still, 
God be thanked," he writes, some time afterwards, 
^ a great awakening and stir among the people here : 
for some weeks together, from morning to night, 
they were compelled to wait one for another, to hare 
an opportunity of speaking with me. Many were 
obliged to return five or six times, before a quarter 
of an hour could be found to converse with me alone ; 
and I have occasionally had ten, twenty, and even 
thirty anxious souls with me at the same time." 

In these communings his one theme was Christ. 
" Methinks," he once wrote, " it would be an inex- 
pressible consolation to me, if, in my dying hour, 
and when I shaU have to appear in the presence of 
God, I could once more proclaim to all the world that 
God alone is the Fountain of Life ; and that there 
is no other way to find and enjoy Him than the life 
hid with Christ in God, opened out to us in the 
death of the Saviour." And on another occasion he 
wrote : — " The power and the riches of the merits of 
the blood of Jesus are seldom recognized in the man- 
ner in which they ought to be." Tersteegen so re- 
cognized it ; — it was his own life — and it must be 
the life, he knew, of these anxious souls. " It was 
once whispered in my heart," he used to say, 
" * Come like a naked infant, and then my bosom 
shall receive thee.'" And another favorite expres- 
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flion was, *^ I have obyioiu modves for forsaking my- 
self^ and letting myself drop, that I may be found 
alone in Jesus." Taught thus pereonally, how oould 
he but speak to these souk the things which he had 
seen and heard ? 

This is the true corrective for all the husks, alike 
of a religionised philosophy and of a dry barren 
orthodoxy. ^^I everywhere find," says Tersteegen, 
^ a hutiger among the people : the custonuiry food 
no longer suffices them." Tes, and so is it now. 
Souls *^ hungering after righteousness" must have 
Christ, ^ the living bread," or perish. The stricken 
conscience must have rest in Christ's blood; the 
vacant heart must have rest in Christ's person. No 
more can a hungry stomach be satisfied by the per- 
fumes of a beautiful flower, than an awakened sinner 
can be satisfied with any thing short of Christ 
When, a century ago, in England, Whitefield, and 
Wesley, and Grimshaw, and Fletcher, and Harris, 
and Romaine, went forth on their errand of love to 
sinners— they all, though taught in different human 
schools, found their theology to be practically one. 
The reason was, they all were now sitting at Christ's 
feet, and received at His hand the living bread for 
those perishing souls. A poor lifeless orthodoxy, 
however zealously embraced, finds itself, in such 
scenes, a mere galvanized ''body of death." And 
a brother, who in colder times was suspected as 
heretical, stands forth, in spite of himself^ a true 
apostle of Jesus. Tt is not disputings we want in 
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these days ; it is not angry warriogs ; it is awakened 
souls, trembling consciences, " pricked" hearts. We 
want to " bear the sound of a going in the tops of 
the mulberry-trees ;" and then we shall go up and 
"smite the host," "for then shall the Lord go 
out before us." Payson tells us that he got his 
theology " upon his knees ;" and Luther tells us he 
got his in the furnace of affliction. It is when alone 
with God, in ^ the entering in of the cave," not amid 
the tearing "wind," and "earthquake," and "fire" 
of human wranglings, that we receive the teachings 
of the " still small voice." 



y Google 



CHAPTER IV. 



"* Will not Ood Impart His Ught 
To them that ask It f Freely— *tlB Hia Joy, 
His glory, Hia aatare to impart'* 



Hew lleMt— Barmen— PeopU In tears— The Bam—Hlaeai The 
llsyor—** Retire into a hover— Inquirers— The poor widow — 
The little boy— The stadent— Books and the new birth— The 
dseislon. 

Nbw fields opened for his sickle. A measage 
came from some awakened souls in a neighboring 
prindpalitj, dedring him to come and visit them. 
Distmstfiil as ever of himself and of his own. ways, 
we find him committing himself to the Lord, thus : 
— ^^ JesnsI I entrus tmyself nakedly, blindly, and en- 
tirely unto thee, assenting willingly to my own no- 
thingness, and desiring, in the artless carelessness of 
faith, to live and die with thee, and in thee." And 
again : — *^ Rather let me suffer a thousand afflictions 
with €k>d, than walk in my own way, even were it 
in the smallest degree." And yet again: — ^''I am 
myself a poor, ignorant infant, and neither know nor 
possess anything except in the Lord, and have no 
control over what belongs to another •" 

'^To the upright," it is written, ^ there ariseth 
li^t in the darkness." To this upright soul the 
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ligfat soon shone. He went to Barmen, and the 
Lord went with him. So deeply moved were the 
people under the Word, that he found it difficult 
(he tells us) to remain firm in the midst of many 
tears. Wherever he went, the people surrounded 
him from morning till night. " I found myself" he 
says, ^ once a few miles distant from a certain place ; 
but I was waited for on the way, and conducted into 
a bam, where I found about twenty persons, most 
of whom were unknown to me, and were desirous of 
hearing the Word. The Lord supports me, both in 
body and. soul, and — ^to appearance at least — vouch- 
safes His blessing." 

On one of these occasions, a touching incident 
occurred. His excessive labors having brought on a 
severe cold — aggravated by fever, and an almost 
total loss of voice — he was mounting his horse one 
morning, about eight, to return home, when he was 
arrested by some five-and-twenty earnest inquirers, 
some of whom had travelled several miles to see 
him. And, at another place on the way, such was 
the thirst for the Word, that the people assembled to 
the number of three or four hundred, '* filling the 
house to the very door, and placing ladders against 
the windows in order to hear." The mayor of the 
little town, like some of our greater authonties 
nearer at home, attempted to arrest the work ; but 
Tersteegen stood fimu "I wrote," says the lowly 
man, ^ a pretty sharp letter to him, representing to 
him how inconsistently he would act if he prohibited 
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aaaeinblieB of this nature, and at the same time per- 
mitted quack-doctors, moontebankB, ^raing-homes^ 
and taverns, and asking him how he expected to re- 
flect upon these things on his death-bed. The 
mayor,'' he adds, ^as well as the other magistrates, 
gave way, and acknowledged that I was right" 

Returning home, he found the anxiety as great as 
ever. Himself almost ashamed that God should take 
into His hand an instrument so unworthy, he would 
still have shrunk from the great work^ **I have 
need," we find him saying to a friend, who was com- 
mending him for his untiring zeal, *^ I have need to 
retire into a hovel, to weep over my sins." And 
again : — *^ O God, thou seeet that I know myself to 
be but a poor, weak, and helpless infiint" But ne- 
cessity was laid upon him, and he labored on. ^ Last 
Thursday, at ei^t o'dock," he writes, *^ when I had 
scarcely risen from my bed, and that with difficulty^ 
in order to answer a letter which I had received by 
express, I was told that a whole troop of counUy 
people were entering the house, anxious to speak 
with me; and before half an hour elapsed, nearly 
fifty had assembled. I spoke to them on Isa. Iv. 10 ; 
and, whilst speaking, a powerful emotion manifested 
itself amongst the auditory, and afterwards I suffered 
some, who were in great anxiety about their souls, to 
converse with me in private." So earnest on these 
occasions were his words, so clear and so tender his 
exhibition of Christ, and so endued withal with 
power from on high, that the inquirers rarely failed 
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to obtain real peace. ^ You have no need," be used 
to aajf ^ to have recourse with so much anxiety to 
such a poor creature as I am for advice. You have 
the best guide and Teacher unspeakably near you." 
Tersteegen, like the Baptist, was continually saying, 
^ IJa must increase*-! must decrease.'' 

Most afiectiiij^ scenes were continually occurring. 
There was present one day a poor widow, who had 
lived a most ungodly life. As the Word was spoken, 
she was suddenly wounded with a sense of sin. At 
the close, she came to him in a state of dreadful agi* 
tation, and ^' began, unsolidtedly,'' says Tersteegen, 
** to confess her sins to me, which, I acknowledge, 
were very great. As she seemed to be in such de- 
spair,'' he adds, **I encouraged her to tell me all that 
lay upon her mind, assuring her I would keep it 
secret 'Whatl' said she, 'keep it secret I Tell it 
to the whole world I I am not afhiid of being dis- 
graced in the opinion of mankind, I would gladly 
bear the severest torments, and am willing to be con- 
sumed even to a skeleton, if I may only find favor in 
the sight of God.' »♦ 

Another day, a little boy about eleven years of 
age, was brought by his mother, who had herself re- 
cently found Christ, to hear the story of the Cross. 
With great kindliness he spoke to him of sin, and of 
wrath, and of the atoning Baviour ; and, taking him 
by the hand at parting, he asked him if he would 
not that day cast in his lot with Jesus. ^ He seemed 
to wish," wrote Tersteegen afterwards, ^ not to hear 
SI 
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me. However, on reaching home, he said to his 
mother/ The devil wanted to hinder me from attend- 
ing to what Terateegen said ; hut yet I have heard 
every word very well, and resisted the devil.' And, 
since that time, the boy is become very silent, and 
goes often alone into the fields, or elsewhere, where 
he can conceal himself to pray, and weeps in secret 
over his sins in such a manner that even his father, 
who was before opix)6ed to the truth, appears to bo 
much affected and struck by it." Among the Indians, 
Brainerd tells us that little children were frequently 
thus arrested. On one ocaasion, he says, several, 
^ not more than six or seven years old," were ^ brought 
into deep distress." And ** it was apparent," he adds. 
** that ihey were not merely frighted with seeing the 
general concern, but were nuide sensible of their dan* 
ger, of the badness of their hearts, and (as some ci 
them expressed it) of their ' misery without Christ.' " 
So was it under the word? of Tersteegen. ** Children 
of twelve, or fourteen yi-ars old," he writes, "are 
awakened." Fathers ! mothers ! what are you doing 
for your children's souls * Children ! what are yon 
doing for your own f 

A student was awakened one day as he was speak- 
ing to a little company at Dnisburg. The young 
man, engrossed with his books and his studies, had, 
with a name to live, been living without Gk>d and 
without Christ "A man," said Tersteegen that 
evening, " who retains his previous habits and infirmi- 
ties frx>m one year to another, has great cause to con- 
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ndn whether be be not a tree without life— a branch 
which is not in the vine. What are all our virtues,* 
and all our piety, unless fellowship with Jesus lie at 
the bottom of it ?'' The words went to the student's 
conscience — ^he was stung with intense alarm. An- 
other evening, be bung on the preacher's lips as he 
was setting forth the marvels of God's grace. '* Be- 
hold," said he — ^* and oh I that every eye was really 
opened to see it I behold how God loves us in Christ, 
and how tenderly He loves us I How ought all 
those to be ashamed, who represent God as a tyrant 
and a misanthrope ! There is no wrath in God, ex- 
cept against sin*" The young man decided to come 
that night with his sin to Jesus, and to lay it on Him, 
and to leave it on Him. And, finding peace at His 
&et, he went about everywhere, ^^ calling the people 
to repentance." Young man I have you found peace t 
Then, what are you doing to publish abroad among 
perishing men the glad tidings of great joy 9 
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* Zealously go forwani with integrity, and Oo«I ^ill ble^ tby 
oath; 

For that, feoble as thou art, there ie «ith tUee a mlgh^ Con- 
queror, 

Thy Men<V the aaine for ever, yesterday, to<Klay, and to-morrow. 

That Mend, ohangeleas as eternity, lllmself shall make the« 
ft-lends 

Of thoee thy foes transfonned, yeaterday, to<4ay, and to-morrow.^ 



"* Speak with thy Qod^—Prayer and the tomptei^A little heaven- 
Sect and party— Gonial sympathies— "Thy neighbor*"— Maxims on 
self-denial- Where we lire, and how we live— Fellowships— " Eter- 
nallove**— Laboit. 



Amidst all these labors, Terateegen took heed most 
sorupulously to bis own sou]. ^ Speak with none so 
gladly,** he used to say, ^ as with thy God.** And 
any engagement, eren in itself holy, which gave his 
soul a disrelish for Hni, he felt to be a snare. ^ Let 
us aocnstom ourselves," be wrote on one occasion to 
a friend, who had sought his counsel on this matter, 
^ the whole day long, and even whilst in business, to 
^e Lord's presence, and seek, in simple fiiith, to make 
ourselves known to Him, and to become intimate 
with Him in our hearts : but," he added, " we must 
have a frequent seclusion in order to this sweet and 
prayerful exercise of recollection and retiring to God 
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in our hearts." Tes, young man 1 if, with Nehemiah 
before the king, you are to lift up your heart to God in 
the crisis of each day's emergencies, you must retire 
with Nehemiah into your closet each day, and there 
lire for some time alone with Him. ^ A soul without 
prayer," wrote Tersteegen on another occasion, " is 
like a solitary sheep without a sheplierd. The tempt- 
er sees it, and lures it away into his snare." 

Next to his God, there were none whoso society 
Tersteegen loved so well as the saints. " He is lorely 
in Himself," he would say, " and lovely in His chil- 
dren." And the more he saw of Christ in any saint, 
the more his heart was drawn to him. 

**How few there are," he remarked one day, 
^ whose fellowship is really a spiritual advantage to 
us ! I can often grieve like a child to see some, even 
pious people, trifle so much, and not employ their 
time better." With such he felt little in common. 
But place him amongst a few brethren who were 
really devoted to God, and it seemed to him like a 
little foretaste of heaven. His eye glistened, and his 
words dropped fiitness. 

Tersteegen lived too near the Lord to set much 
store by sect or by party. ^ I ask not whence they 
come," he would say, " but whither they are going." 
He loved the saints in spite of their defects ; and, if 
a defect or an error in a brother was to be corrected, 
he handled it so lovingly that, whether surrendered 
or no, the sin was felt to be there. ^ Let us extin- 
guish the fire," he would say, *^ but with waters 
3* 
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Tenteegen was singolarly human— of warm affeo- 
tiom and of a genial heart. ''I do not like," he 
would aaj, ^ the inditfereuce of a Stoic, but would 
willingly fuuticipate in the joys and the sorrows of 
my brethren." One day, in a family which he often 
▼isited, he was si>eaking a few words of consolation 
<m the removal of one of its members, who had been 
Tery dear to him. As he spoke, he broke off ab- 
ruptly — tears hinderinf^ further utterance. ^How 
could you be so childish as to weep ?" said some one 
to him afterwards. ** Well," he answered, " perhaps 
it was childish; but believe me, I feel more and 
more depressed in the world, when those who are 
to wholly devoted to God take their departure from it" 

^'Love thy neighbor as thyself^" is the Lord's 
command. Notwithstanding our constant faults and 
shortcomings, we still care for ourselves. Do we still 
care for our neigh>x>r, and love him, notwithstanding 
his errors and deficiencies? Few men ever loved 
ihdr neighbors as themselves with a steadfastness and 
a patience like Tersteegen^s. '^ Think no ill of thy 
brother," he would say; ^ judge not; be not hasty; 
put the best construction upon everything." And 
again : ^ Love those who do not walk in all things 
as thou dost ; let every one go his own way ; what 
is that to thee ? Follow Jesus." 

And nothing could be more wise and considerate 
than the counsels he addressed to the troubled and 
the distressed. " We must not prescribe," we find 
him saying to one, "^too many laws of self-denial for 
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peculiarities, but leave grace to counteract them, and 
chiefly insist upon a complete surrender of the heart." 
And to another, thus : " You must not be too scru- 
pulous in your devotional exercises : good children do 
what is given them to perform, as well as they are 
able, and are desirous of improving every day. May 
filial love govern you in all things 1 The picking 
up of a straw with an intention to please God, is of 
greater value in His sight, than the removal of moun- 
tiuns without such intention." 

And, on another occasion : " Your happiness or 
unhappiness does not depend upon the house, but 
upon the state of mind. When it is well within, all 
is well. Consent sincerely to your nothingness and 
misery, and submit to be found such as you are ; the 
Lord is then with you, and will break your fetters." 
And again : " I repeat — it is iiot the houses : inwardly 
wrong, all wrong ; inwardly well, all well — everything 
and everywhere well. It is alike to the Lord where 
we live, but not how we live. A royal palace is too 
narrow for him who lives to himself; and a little cot- 
tage is large and beautiful to him who lives to the 
Lord." 

To a friend who was in danger of another snare, 
he said one day: ^ Avoid all unnecessary intercourse 
with those "who make great pretensions to reason. 
Suffer not yourself to be detached from simplicity in 
Christ, by any pretence of superior knowledge and 
wisdom. Nature seeks room, and avoids confinement. 
The poor and simple life of Jesus is offensive to scorn- 
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fill reasoD, which sophisticates until it has found a 
oonTenient middle way which just terminates in a 
point with the broad way. With respect to ua, let 
us be affectionate children; dying, praying, loving 
shall be our wisdom. Let reason scorn us as long as 
she pleases ; we shall see who fares the most peace- 
ably, and to whom the heayenly Father will reveal 
His mysteries." 

And a growing brotherliness drew him nearer and 
nearer to fellow-pilgrims. ^ If we only detach om> 
selves more from all secondary things and notions,** 
he writes, indirectly indicating his own way in this 
matter, *^ and exercise ourselves in that which is alone 
needful, seeking how we may be truly faithful, in dy- 
ing to the world and to all false life, and in remaining 
near to God in simplicity of heart— our spirits then 
flew together, as of themselves, in delightful unanimity 
and unity. In this way eternal love delights to dwell 
among us, and to bless us, as the dew which falls on 
Hermon; and we evermore deeply experience the 
unknown blessings which are to be enjoyed in the i 

true fellowahip of the saints. Seeing that we have j 

cast out the world, and the world has cast us out — 
let us therefore give each other the hand, and, as 
strangers and pilgrims, brotherly and courageously 
go forward, in one mind and spirit, to the happy land 
of inward and eternal fellowship with God in Christ 
Jesus." 

The earnest man continued his labors. ^' Since 
my last," we find him writing, April 9, 1761, " the 
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peoplo ncoroolj evor lot mo rout. I try oooAfiloniilljr 
to wltliilmw rayntilf by furcse ; but It in of no AVttll. 
LiiMt Hund^y, I bftd fiuArooly vimn from my bud, whan 
I WAM obli|fml to AddroNH mure tkau fiixty purnoni, 
who bA(l throngad luto thu hoimo, vthMx I aooiird- 
iugly did from Matt*, xxv, 0. Aftor I htid done 
•peaking, I bad to ounvertio with vaiIouh Itidividuulii 
until evuning. And yentordny morning, afUir 1 hud 
pamiod tho whole night in a fovur, at loiMit two hun- 
drtHl imd fifty people Aiwembled in the corn-loft and 
In tho room adjoining, to witom I itpoke, witli tho 
Lord*ii graoiouM aiwidtanoe, from (lal., 1. 8-0. I have 
Alao been obliged to tipuak thin morning, early, with- 
out knowing of it a quarter of an hour before. But 
now 1 fool uiyielf quite exhausted. I upoke to-day 
on tho laat wordM of the Lord JoNUi, * It Ir flniihed I' 
imd eomfortod myiielf with the hope that my tolli 
And troubles would aUo moon be flniHhed." 
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** Affllotloii tlMn U oun ; 
"Wt are the trees whom shaking ikttens morst 

Whtla bliurring winda destroy tho wanton bowen, 
And rullle all their oorlona knots and atora." 



Tha Famaoa— '*8«lf*inada haroas**— Lessons in tha Ara— Tha **ona 
thing^^—Last address— Tha wood— New safferlnga— Beproaohaa— • 
Baokalldaia— Tha angala* praiaa, and Job*a~** Somathing nobla^" 

Thk Lord was refioing him in His fiirnace-firo. 
** Up to the present moment,*' he writes, Maroh 20, 
1758, '* I can soaroely use my head or my eyes, and 
my hand trembles very muoh ; the little rest I have 
had, owing to the concourse of people, may have 
been the principal occasion of it I cannot think 
what the people seek from such a poor creature. A 
short time ago, a person totally unknown to me, but 
a true Nathanael, came nearly two hundred miles on 
foot) in bad weather, to visit me ; but who, on such 
occasions, can withdraw himself entirely ^ 

And these trials and labors were not unblest to 
him. '* If we have already tasted and experienced 
much," he said^ one day, in the autumn of 1755, 
^and have passed through many trials, the result 
ought to be a lovely, artless, and childlike spirit.'' 
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And another day be said : — ** The Lord lets us feel 
our weaknefis in the season of trial, in order that we 
may be no self-made heroes, but creep the more help- 
lessly into His strength, and that Ho may be all 
thin^ and alone in us." And another day, a friend 
was remarking how much trouble God had in bring- 
ing up His children. *' Yes," said Torsteegen, ^ and 
lit bringing thorn down!" These wore the lessons 
which the mellowed saint was learning in the fires. 

And another lesson which, amidst his incessant 
labors and deep trials, he was learning won, the 
necesHity of waiting upon God and of checking the 
restless and impatient ** flesh." ^' When we coase to 
care and labor," he would say, ^* then God begins, 
and will be all in our nothingness." And again : — 
** Our Lord Jesus was silent and kept Himself con- 
cealed for thirty years, in order that, by His exam- 
ple. He might inspire us with a fon<lness for a truly 
retired life; and scarcely did He spend four years 
in a public manner. It is a secret but common 
temptation of the enemy, ami a subtle device of the 
flenh, by which the tempter would allure us from the 
only thing needful, and weaken our strength by the 
multiplicity of the objects in which we engage." 
And, on another occasion, thus : — ^^ All you have to 
do, is to love Christ, to abide in Him, and you shall 
boar much fruit. Ddes the branch of the vine find 
it difficult to bear swoet grapes ? Is it necessary to 
compel it to do sc^, by commanding, threatening, and 
rougli usage ? Oh, no ; the whole process takes place 
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very quietly, eaulj, and natundly ; the Inniich merely 
abides ia the vine, and imbibes its precious sap, and 
then it flourishes and bears fruit without any further 
trouble. It is thus that we ought also to act" 

It was in the spring of 1756 that, for the last 
time, he addressed the assembled people. So many 
had come together, that he was obliged to fill with 
his voice five or six rooms of his house. Ibe bow, 
so long stretched, was at length broken. From that 
day, he was unable to do more than take an occar 
sional short ride into the country, or saunter into a 
neighboring wood, where, in company with a few 
firieods who had come from a distance to see him, he 
would enjoy a simple repast, savored with the salt 
of his own meek and heavenly oonverBe. 

New snfieringB came on him. His whole life had 
been little else than one painful illness ; but now the 
furnace was heated seven times. ^ A week ago," he 
writes, ^ I was attacked by catarrh in the head causing 
such acute pain, night and day, that my head throbbed 
convulsively every moment" And again: — ^"On 
Friday morning before Whitsuntide, in wilting an 
urgent letter, I was seized with a trembling from 
bead to foot In the evening I was attacked by 
fever, and by a pain in the limbs so acute that I 
knew not where to put myself." And another time : 
— ^ I have an eruption over my whole body, and my 
back is so sore that my shirt adheres to it." And 
during these latter years his stomach was so weak 
that he had a repugnance to every sort of food. ^ I 
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am alwa3r8 sorry," he would say, " when my dinner 
is brought up, for the lightest food causes me much 
diflficulty and pain." 

Added to these trials were sufferings of another 
kind. One blamed him for doing too much, another 
for doing too little ; a third, envying him for his gifts* 
spoke evil of his work. And, of all his griefs, none 
penetrated his soul so deeply as the unholy walk of a 
disciple. ** Oh, what a load of anxiety and care," he 
exclidmed on one such occasion, accompanying the 
words with % mournful sigh, ^'do those occasion 
me, who, divinely called, yet walk unfaithfully before 
the Lord I It gives me so much pain, that I am 
often obliged to throw myself on my fiice before 
God." 

But he was made "^ more than conqueror, through 
Him that loved him." "Is it anything wonderful," 
he said to a friend, who came to him one evening in 
great distress of spirit, ''that the angels praise God?" 
** No," replied the sufferer ; " for if we were in their 
place, we should do likewise." ''That is also my 
opinion," rejoined Tersteegen; "but when Job 
praised God whilst sitting in the ashes, that was 
something noble, and his praise pleased Him better 
than that of angels." Such praise he himself was 
offering now, in his own " great fight of afflictions." 
4 
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CHAPTER VII. 

* Pa« ftlons, ptlgrim of life, go to thy graye unfuiliig." 



** Breathing of the holy soar— SiDklng loto Christ— The sick ehild— 
** Gladly weak"— ** Always poor"— Oofng Home— Death-bed— ** Thaa. 
aU, I nothing"— Coaeliiaioii—'' Sntlrely Ood'a." 



A BOLT man once said, wridng to a deeply tried 
friend — *^ How blessed, that, when the aonl is in a 
holj frame, the exertion of prayer is so little felt as 
not to of^resB even the languishing body I The 
natond breathing of the holy soul is prayer, which 
enters into the ears of the Father." And another 
departed saint, at the time sorely pressed by weak- 
ness, said : — ^'' We can sink into Christ, though we 
cannot rise to Elm." Gerhard was tasting this joy. 
^ On account of the weakness of my head," he writes, 
''I am often unable to think either of Qod or of my 
own soul; but I know that *Qod is' — that He is 
the great, the good, the ever-blessed God. The mere 
recollection of thb is unspeakable rest to me." And 
again : — *^ Just as a sick child upon its mother's lap 
causes the pain it feels to be understood only by the 
moving expression of its eyes — so endure in the 
presence of God, simply looking up to Him.'* 
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La he hasteDed onward, the simplicitieB of &i£h 
grew more and more precious to him. " Our life " 
he remarked one day, " is an in&ncy and commence- 
ment of an eternal life." And it seemed as if^ in in- 
fancy of heart, he was daily gaining more distinctly 
the lineaments of the " little child," who alone can 
enter the kingdom. *' I am like a poor man," he 
writes, ^' who has nothing in reserve, and would be 
always like a poor child, who desires neither to know 
nor to possess anything." And another day : *^ I feel 
I must do nothing, and desire nothing ; and, letting 
God do what seemeth Him good, be as a child, con- 
tented." And again : ^' I am gladly weak, in order 
not to run without God — that His g^ory and power 
may be perfected in my nothingness." And once 
again : " I am lost in adoration when I reflect that 
God has selected such a way to eternal glory as takes 
away everything from the creature, and gives it all 
to God, and, consequently, sweetly compels us to 
cleave most closely to Him — to abide and live in 
Him and upon Him — ^and to continue always poor, 
that we may in reality possess all things — ^a way for 
children, but only for naked children — a way which 
the wise overlook." And, in one feature of his trials, 
this growing childlikeness solaced his heart peculiar- 
ly. ^ Seek to become," said he one day to a friend, 
desiring to comfort him with the abundant consola- 
tion with which he himself had been comforted of 
God, ^'seek to become inwardly a little innocent 
child, that finds fault with nothing, and lets all the 
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world act and speak of it, even in its presence, as 
they please, without once regarding it, or letting it- 
self be troubled by iu** 

** The end of all our lamentations is — going home.'' 
So said Tersteegen one day in the spring of 1769, 
and that home he was now speedily to enter. To- 
wards the end of March, be was seised with an astb* 
ma, which obliged him to sit forty-seven hours to- 
geth^ in his ann<«hair, sometimes leaning back- 
wards for a few minutes on the chair, and then again 
forward on a cushion upon the table. Friend after 
fnend came in ; and, whilst they were overwhelmed 
at the sight of agony so acute, he spoke to each, ao- 
cording to their peculiar circumstances, in a manner 
so edifying and so comforliog that they were all 
affected even to teais. " Oh, sister, the way is a good 
way,*' he said to one ; ^ follow the Lamb with cheer- 
fulness whithersoever He leads you." And to an- 
other : ^ I commend you, through grace, to the love 
of Jesus ! Let the present moment induce you to sur- 
render yourself entirely to our dearest Saviour." And 
to a third : " Ask His grace, like the woman of Cana : 
ask it without regard to temporal things, which are 
of less value than is generally supposed. What a 
happiness it is, when obliged to part with them, to 
have a gracious God in Christ !'* And to a fourth 
he whispered : ^ Outwardly very weak, but inwardly 
overflowing with love T 

On the morning of April 2, the pain somewhat 
abated; and, during all that day, he had successive 



y Google 



GSRRARD TSBSTSBOSN. 41 

fits of fdnmber, deepening and lengthening m night 
drew on. ^ Yes, Amen I" he said, as he awoke ont 
of one of them ; '^ Thou all I I nothing 1" And at 
another waking moment, " O God ! O Jesus ! O 
sweet Jesus I" They were his last whispers; and at 
two in the morning of the 8rd April, he passed up- 
ward into His presence, to wait with Him for '^ that 
day." 

A life like this is its own interpreter. Who will 
arise and follow Tersteegen, as he followed Christ? 

"Oh, how seldom," he once exclaimed, "do we 
meet with those who are entirely God's I Alas ! on 
every side we see scarcely anything but dead bones, 
dead hearts, dead formalists, dead words, dead works, 
a dead walk, dead worship!" Were Tersteegen 
amongst us, would he have any reason to utter the 
same lamentation ? 

Reader I you yourself best know whether you are 
now ENTiBELT God's. You that are hesitating to be 
wholly on the Lord's side ; oh, that we could per- 
suade you how willingly the Lord would become to 
you "your treasure, your portion, your all !" It is 
not head-notions, however captivating, which will 
here avail you. " Nature finds it easier," said Ter- 
steegen, on one occasion, " to amuse herself with ideas, 
than to suffer and to die." Your religion must have 
power in it, not only to carry you along the path of 
sunshine, but to carry you up to cross-bearing, and 
through it And, if you are to have this power, you 
4* , 
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must get it at the blood— joa must be accepted in 
your crucified and risen Lord. Are you so accepted f 
Is the blood on your conscience ? 

And then, if accepted in Christ, what are you do- 
ing for Himf ^Keep this truth,** said Tersteegen 
one day to a Christian young man, ** firmly and un- 
shakenly, with the help of God — ^that your heart, and 
inmost love, belong wholly, undiyidedly, and eternally, 
to Grod alone; and remain devoted to Him, come 
what may. Regard Him as I do, as your only treas- 
ure, comfort, su}^rt, and salvation ; and you shall 
experience peace and blessedness wherever and how- 
soever you may be, both now and for ever.** Tea, 
grasp Uiat truth — grasp it firmly — and you are gird- 
ed for all labor and for all trial 
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III. 

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 



" The love of Nature, and the power 
To read her glowing page ; 
The pleasures of each passing hour, 

In youth, or riper age ; 
The buoyant, bounding pulse of health ; 

The strength for duty's task ; 
Bright thoughts, and garnered mental wealth 
More than thy soul didst ask ; — 
These are the gifts of God — ^Rejoice I rejoice 1" 
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" The hope of better things to oome, 
Of higher joys in store; 
The vision of a brighter home, 

Where change shall yex no more ; 
All that the present brings to thee 

Of blessings in their bloom ; 
All that the great Eternity 
Can yield beyond the tomb ; — 
These are the gifts of Qod— Rejoice ! rejoice I" 
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" A soul redeemed denuuidi a life of pnlee ; 
Henoe the oomplezion of hla ftitnre dsys.** 

It is recorded of Oouut Zinzendarf, that in his 
boyhood he would sometimes write a little note to 
his Saviour, telling Him how his heart felt toward 
Him, and wonld throw it out of the window in the 
hope that He might find it. And in his manhood, 
casting aside the boyish romance as to the channel 
of the fellowship, but realizing even more intensely 
the fellowship itself, he would often, in his missionary 
travels, be found diverging into some solitary path, 
that he might converse more unreservedly with 
Jesus, spealdng to Him face to face, as if He were 
personally at his side. 

Jambs Montoomsrt 'Meamed Christ'' in the same 
simple, heart-touching school. " Whatever we did," 
he writes, referring to his ten-years' residence at the 
Moravian Seminary of Fulnec, *' was done for the 
sake of Jesus Christ, whom we were taught to re- 
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gard in the amiablo and endearing light of a Friend 
and Brother." The Crospel, as the glad tidings of 
Qod^a wondrous love to sinners, is comprehended 
only by the heart; for only love can comprehend 
love. It IB such a religion of the heart which we 
are now to contemplate, in the Christian Bard whose 
name we have just pronounced. 



y Google 



CHAPTER I. 

** Wh«n w« tporUd In tbut marry ranahtne of our llfii 
HadnoM ft •trongor to tb« boftrt* and oli««rfULB<Mi lit gay inhftbl- 

tftDt.*' 

The Morftviftn Mttl«ment— lU Founder— ** A hardy worker"— Tho 
Ikther— The lad behind the plough— The blrth-|itaoo— The voyege— 
" The flilth of thftt child"— The inlMlonftry— Fulneti—Tho •unehlno— 
"Thftt tlnotnre"— The poetio lire— The "Coal mmn"- The hedge— 
Stolen Intervlewi— Bohool-dftyi— WftkeAilneee— Kpto— The prayer. 

About tbo tniddle of last oontuty, in a rustic spot 
in the county of Antrim, thore was founded a Mo- 
ravian settlement of earnest, praying men — who, 
awakened by the same divine visitation as had sti^ 
red the stap^nant waters by the hand of Wesley and 
of Whitefield, used to traverse all the surrounding 
country, preaching in simple fervor the message of 
grace. " He was truly a great soul,^ said Whitefield, 
on one occasion, speaking of John Oenuick, the 
founder of the Settlement, and its presiding spirit — 
^ one of those ' weak things* which (i^od hath chosen 
to confound the strong. Buch a hardy worker with 
his hands, and such a hearty preacher at the same 
time, I have scarce known. All call him a second 
Uunyan.** 
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Tliere ooroes one day to a yiUage-preachingy whero 
this ** aeoond Biinyan** is holding forth the Word of 
life, a young man of the neighborhood who earns his 
daily bread by hard field labor. John Montgomery is 
obsenred to bo unusually grave that evening, as the 
preacher proclaims his simple bat telling message. 
Moved into anxiety, and, by and bye, finding rest at 
the feet of Jesus, he enters the ministry ; and, after 
divers wanderings in England and in Gennany ander 
the guidance of his Moravian brethren, he ultimately 
settles in the town of Irvine, a sea-port on the western 
coast of Scotland, having previously married, in 
1768, an estimable member of the little community 
in Antrim, who is destined to be the mother of 
Jamks Montoombrt. 

Some dozen miles distant, on a small fiirm owned 
by his father, there might be seen in those years^ 
^ whistling behind the plough,^* a rustic lad, who waa 
ahready banning to feel those poetio inspirations 
which were one day to inomortaliae '* the land of 
Bums." In the humUe dwelling of the Moravian 
pastor — still extant in Irvine as a weaver's shop — is 
ushered into the worid, on November 4, 1771, an- 
other bard, who is to sweep his lyre to a more 
heavenly symphony. 

Returning a few years afterwards to Ireland, his 
parents send him in his sixth year to Fulnec, near 
Leeds, in Yorkshire, to be trained after the fiuhion 
of the Brethren. On the voyage across there arises 
a terrific storm, which so agitates the captain that 
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** Hither,** we have him writing, in his '^Departed 
D.y^'' 

** From this my natiTe dime, 
The hftod that lesda Orion forth, 
And wheels Arcturus roond the north, 

Brought me in life's exulting prime. 

Blest be that hand! it is the hand of God.*" 

What law and custom ordain elsewhere, is done here 
as an act of Christian sacrifice. Work, play, study, 
recreation, going out and coming in, rising up and 
lying down — all is perfumed with ''that tincture, 
•Forthy sake,'" which 

" Makes drudgery divine.** 

It is within these walls that our poet first joyously 
lifts a prayer, which a protracted life of service is 
never to rob of its fragrance — 

"T^ach me^ my God and King, 
In all things thee to see ; 
And, what I do in any thing, 
To do it as for .thee." 

The earliest scintillation of the poetic fire is 
kindled by hearing one of the masters one day, 
under a hedge, read Blair's " Grave." ** Driven like 
a coal-ass" through the Latin and Greek grammars, 
distinguished for nothing but indolence, and always 
asleep when he ought to be awake, he listens to the 
master's recitation that day with an ecstasy which 
fires his whole soul — ^though, before the rehearsal is 
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half over, his companions are already all asleep. '* If 
ever I become a poet," is his secret whispering to 
himself ^ I will write somethiDg like this." like the 
child born inland, whom Wordsworth describes nB 
listening to the shell's low murmuring sound of its 
native sea, it seems as if on that summer day, whilst 
the future poet sits beneath the shade of that hedge, 
tho music of the spheres is awakening for the first 
time the kindred harmonies of his genius. 
. Books are his daily, houriy joy. The forbidden, 
however, rather than the sanctioned and authorised, 
are chiefly coveted. ^All mankind," we find bim 
writing, " are made of the same clay : my curiosity" 
is insatiate ; and the pains which are taken to con 
ceal certain things from us, only makes us more 
SDxious to explore them." Tbe favorites, in those 
stolen interviews, are the great English poets. With 
these, up to the age of thirteen, he is almost entirely 
unacquainted — though he has already filled a little 
volume with his own sacred rhymes. A habit is 
contracted in those school-days, which remains with 
him to old age. He will frequently retire to rest 
with a half-finished poen^ oil his mind, rasolving not 
to close his eyes till it is completed. This wakeful- 
ness, he tells us, BO grew upon him, that for many 
years he never enjoyed one peaceful night. 

At the age of fifteen, he conceives the idea of an 
epic poem, to be entitled ^^ Alfred;" commencing 
with the Anglo-Saxon hero in his disguise of a 
peasant in the Isle of Athelney, and proceeding to 
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exhibit a scene in heaven — the Almighty npon a 
thione looUbg down in pity on the ruins of England, 
when suddenly there appear in His presence the 
spirits of a host of Englishmen who have just per- 
ished in battle, bewailing the conditicMi of their 
ooantry^ and imploring Ckxi to deliyer it The 
idea is truly a ^ boyish daring ; but it is the daring 
of a boy of genius.*' The epic, however, is not exe- 
cuted ; for, whilst his soaring wing is trimming 
Itself for such flights, his heart will be arrested 
by such words as these, in the Moravian Litany — 
^ Keep us, ouc dear Loid and God, iron untimely 
projects, from all loss of our glory in Thee, from un- 
happily becoming great" 
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** Away 1 TlB time my Joarney were begun." 

** Whether la it better with the many to follow a beaten traek, 
Or by eeeentrio wanderings to onll unheeded Bweets ?" 



The Betting o«t— " A bustneae"— The village Inn— »The vlBltor— Went- 
worth— The "etore"— "No vulgar boy"— The mlBstonary—Life's 
battle— London— Goldsmith— "The Bow"— The " sixpenny volume" 
—The presentiment. 



It is the desire of the Brethren that young Mont- 
gomery shall devote himself to the ministry ; but a 
habit of abstraction, gradually withdrawing him from 
exact studies into that excursive freedom ihrpugh 
which minds like his are ordinarily ushered into 
their future, at length induces his teachers to s^k 
for him some other line of service. Accordingly, it 
is resolved to *' put him tp n buisiness, at^ leaf t for a 
time." For a year and a half, he stands behind the 
counts of a " Fine-Bread Baker" in Ifirfield, a village 
near Fulneo — feeling, like Foster at the loom, '^ a 
•Iranger in the place," but dissevered finally from 
that sacred calling to which his parents, ten years 
before, had devoted him. With little to occupy him, 
and craving, like some pent-up flower, another ele- 
6* 
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ment of life — ^be breaks loose one morning, deter- 
mined 

" To view 
The world, which yet by ^Sstme alone he knew.'^ 

With three shilliDgs and sixpenoe in his pocket, and 
with a suit of old clothes on his person (for, though 
he has just got a new suit from his master, he leases 
them behind, not thinking his services have merited 
them), and \»ith a single change of linen — ^here he 
ifli at the age of sixteen, with the world all befere 
him, and his spirit at last free. 

That sight he rests at Doncaster, and the next in a 
village near Wentworth, the seat of Earl Fitzwilliam. 
As he sits in the humble inn, wearied and downcast, 
a lad comes in, and, seeing him with his little bun- 
dle, enters into friendly converse. ^My fiither," says 
he, *' keeps an establishment at a village not &r off; 
and as he is wanting an assistant just now, probably 
you may suit him." The wanderer is thankful ; and 
the next day he repairs to Wath, and engages him- 
self to this new master. Writing to his friends at 
Fuluec, and also to his late employer at Mirfield, he 
obtains a warm recommendation from them, coupled 
with an affectionate entreaty on the part of the latter 
to return to his service. Meanwhile he ventures into 
Wentworih Park with the hope of meeting its noble 
owner, and of presenting to him a copy of his verses. 
Scarcely has he entered the domain, when Lord Fitz-' 
William comes up on horseback, and, affably accept- 
ing the proffered gift, and reading the verses on the 
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spot, presents their author Trith a gninea — ^the first 
patronage and the first profit which his poetry has 
yet received. At a future day, he is to be welcomed 
there as the honored Christian poet. 

Behind the counter in a " General Store" in the 
Tosdc village of Wath, is to be seen a slender youth, 
about the age of eighteen, serving with a scrupulous 
fidelity from morning to night the simple villagers, 
who find in that universal repository the flour, the 
sugar, the tea, the cloth, the shoes, the hardware, the 
all of their humble homes. But there is something 
about the lad which even their eye can detect — ^a 
certain grave thoughtMness which, as he paces the 
street on some business-errand, will suggest the whis- 
per — " Surely he is no vulgar boy." Of an evening, 
he saunters to a neighboring village, where the sta- 
tioner's shop of the district finds in the youthful poet 
a stated visitor. Into no other ear can his longing 
spirit pour its irrepressible aspirations. 

But though at Wath he meets no mental sympa- 
thy, his heart is too fiill of the lov^of Jesus not to 
spread abroad in his humble dwelling the fragrance 
of His name. A prayw remains which Jm wrote for 
his master's sick wife, and which indicates indirectly 
and very afiectingly the tone of his own inner life. 
" O FaUier of Eternity I" is one of its impressive sen- 
tences, " we adore thy undeserved love in giviag up 
thine only Son out of thy bosom to be a sacrifice for 
OS, when we were aliens to God and rebels against 
our Creator. We thank thee for His hard, uncomfort- 
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able birth in a stable among the beaata ; kx Hia mar- 
itMiooa life ; for ilia watching and fivting^ His pny- 
ing and preaching ; for His erery action^eveiy thoni^t^ 
eTery wonL For ns He agvHuaed in the garden of 
Gethsemane ; for as His blessed head ww crowned 
with piercing thoma— His sacred back was pkNighed 
with soooiges; for us He was q>it ap<», bofbted, 
abused, blasphemed. The flaming sword of Jostioe 
was qnenched in His heart and blood; and Merqr 
opened the gates of Paradise to us His redeemed. 
May He aee in ua the travail of His soul V* 

** Natore," says Lord Baoon, in one of hia Enay% 
^ ia often hidden, sometimes overcome, bat never ex- 
tingniahed.'' James Montgomeiy, in the ** Fine- 
Bread Baker's" at Mirfield, and in the ''General 
Store" at Wath, seems in as &ir a way for having hia 
poet-natore extinguished as one is able well to con- 
ceive. But man la led by a way which he knowa not ; 
and olenitis not till after many uncooth ezpeiimenta 
that hia destiny is at length reached. Our poet'a 
next trial of life's buffetings is in London. His fiiend 
the bookseller of Swinton, having forwarded to a Inb- 
liopde of the '^ Row" a manuscript volume of his po- 
etry, the youthful author in a few days follows — lite- 
rally, like the pilgrim^ther of Mesopotamia, ''not 
knowing whither he goes." 

Washington Irving, describing Goldsmith's first 
essay in the same direction, speaks of him as launched 
on the great metropolis, or rather as drifting about 
its streets, at night, in the gloomy month of Feh- 
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roar)', with but a few halfpence in his pocket — ^the 
deserts of Arabia not more dreary and inhospitable 
than tho streets of London at such a time, and to a 
stranger in such a plight, Tho young Moravian has 
a heayenly compass in his hand, which poor Oliver 
never knew ; but scarcely less Mendless does he feel 
in that vast wilderness. The magnate of the Row 
gives him a humble situation in his shop— -Gold- 
smith's first refuge was among ^* the beggars of Axe 
Lane ;" but, like Oliver and his rejected *' tragedy,*' 
Montgomeiy finds no patron for his prised volume 
cf verse. Recommended to turn his hand to prose, 
he hies him, one morning, with a production entitled 
•* Simple Sammy," to a publisher whose special voca- 
tion is "Books, bound and gilt, at one half penny." It 
is his first prose-work, and is to be a sixpenny volume ; 
but Marshall put him off, saying as he leaves — ^ You 
oan write better than this, you are more fit to write 
for men than for children." A few more essays, 
scarcely more successful — and the disappointed youth 
is on his way back to Wath again, but feeling within 
him an inextinguishable presentiment that one day 
be shall 

** Strike the lyre 
To nobler themes." 
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>* From the aoul Itself Uwra miut b« Mnt 
A swMt and potent roioe, of its own Mrth, 
Of aU tweet loimds the life eml elemenL** 



The wimicaarfB grmve— The sleTe— >* Bon of e miasloiinrT"— Soliteiy 
boaiB-** A elerk**-«lMffleld— First flbre-Petriotiflm-Tha •> Iftf'-> 
Oietle of Tork— HU ^'den'*— The Moaee Diadplino— PenetTO Ijre 
— »A fcrewellbleeeing"— Sympethiee— TheUttledog. 

Iv a grore of tamarinds, in the island of Barbar 
does, a humble tablet meets yon — ^it is a misnonaiy's 
graye; and, in a sedbded spot in the neighboring 
island ci Tobago, there lie the remains of another 
good confessor, wh(^ sixteen months before, had been 
smnmoned to her heavenly home. They are the 
earthly resting-^kces of John and Mary Montgomery, 
the parents of onr youthful wanderer. 

Arriving in the West Indies in 1784, they had 
entered buoyantly, amidst a population of slave-own- 
ers, and slare-drivers, and sUyes, upon the blessed 
office of making knovm the glad tidings of the lib- 
erty which maketh free. The n^;roes they had 
found so sunk and degraded, that the message of life 
was but coldly welcomed. *^ O that I knew but one 
soul in Tobago truly concerned for his salvation," the 
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mifisionary had written, after being some time in the 
island ^ how should I rejoice 1" 

'^Bj Sataa more than man enthialled," 

the negro would not listen • 

At length Maiy Montgomery is seized with fever. 
On the fifth day, the physician expresses some anx- 
iety. ^* Are you going to leave me alone on this 
island)'' says the missionary. "Indeed I should 
wish to remain longer with you," replies his dying 
wife, "knowing how much you want my assistance; 
but the Lord's will be done." ** But if it should 
please Him to call you home," he says tenderly, 
'* can you go with full confidence into His presence 
as a ransomed sinner ?" " yes," is the immediate 
rejoinder ; " He indeed knows my weakness and un- 
worthiness, but He knows also that my whole re- 
liance is upon His death and merits, by which I, a 
poor sinful creature, have been redeemed ; and I am 
assuredly convinced that I shall be with Him alway." 
Two days afterwards, she calmly £alls asleep in Jesus, 
a minister of the Church of England who is present 
exclaiming, " God is truly present here !" 

" From lip to lip, from heart to hearty 
Passed the few parting words — ' We part I' 
But eclioed back, though unexpressed, 
'"We meet again 1' — ^rose in each breast." 

The meeting is not long postponed. A year 
later, John Montgomery also is called away. " They 
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finiahod weH,** said the poet one day, long afterwaida, 
the tear of filial tenderness rolling down his manfy 
fiuae. ^ I am the son of a missionary," was his re- 
mark on another occasion, as he appealed on a mia- 
nonary platform. And, indicating how truly he had 
caught that missionary spirit which elevates a maa 
above the litUeness of sects and of urns into tha 
purer and loftier region of God^s own light, he 
added: — ^ I know but of one mission — the mission 
of the Son of God — the propagation of our common 
Christianity throughout the world by Christian mia- 
sionaries of every denomination." 

The tidings reach him during his second sojourn 
at Wath ; and deeply do they move bis affectionate 
heart Again in the service of his old employer, 
and his chief occupation the delivery of goods and 
the collecting of accounts in the surrounding country 
— ^he luxuriates in the solitude of the grassy lanes, 
indulging his poetic fandea, and enjoying a graver 
and a holier fellowship than mortal heart can furnish* 
But another field is now to open. 

In one of his rounds, he takes up for a moment 
a Sheffield newspaper, when his eye falls on an ad- 
vertisement from a house in want of a " clerk." It 
is ^ a Printer, Bookseller, and Auctioneer;" and, 
after sundry preliminaries, Montgomery is engaged. 
Entering Sheffield in April, 1792, and now in his 
twenty-first year, he finds in the home of his new em- 
ployer, Mr. Gales, the first fibre fixed by which ho is 
to be firmly rooted during his remaining sixty years. 
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At this period, the wbole country is stirred to 
its depths by the political agitation originating in 
the French Revolution. A fervid spirit like Mont- 
gomery's, especially in such a scene as Sheffield, 
is not likely to escape the contagion. At a vast as- 
semblage of several thousand persons, convened in 
February, 1794, by the "Friends of Peace and of 
Reform," a hymn of his is sung in fall chorus, 
three of its stanzas running thus : — 

" Thou, whose awful word can bind 
The roaring waves, the raging wind ; 
Mad tyrants tame, break down the high, 
Whose haughty foreheads beat the sby ; 

Make bare thine arm, great King of kings I 
That arm alone salyation brings ; 
That wonder- working arm which broke 
From Israers neck the Egyptian yoka 

Burst every dungeon, every cham ; 
Give injured slaves their right again : 
Let truth prevail, let discord cease ; 
Speak — and the world shall smile in peace." 

Drawn into this vortex of political excitement^ not 
by a niere unbridled passion for change, but by a 
genenms patriotism, which, like charity, beginning 
at home, goes forth from that centre everywhere in 
search of objects whom it may love and bless — ^he is 
not the man either to be browbeaten by threats, or 
to be cajoled by tempting bribes. Accordingly, no 
sooner has his employer been compelled by stress 
of weather to quit the helm, than our poet starts a 
6 
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new enterprise in the shape <^ the '^ Sheffield Iris^ — 
a weekly newspaper, to which for years to come the 
enei^es of his yigoroiis iDind are to he dedicated. 

Whatever Montgomery docs, he does courageously 
and welL In those days of political excitement, an 
earnest spirit like the editor of the ^Iris" is not 
likely to go unscathed. In 1795, he is sentenced 
to three months* imprisonment for uttering words 
which in calmer times wonld have seemed him a 
niche among his country's roost leal-hearted and 
worthiest citizens. Accordingly, whilst ^cheeriuDy 
resigning himself to suffering,'* he enters the Castle 
of York, ^ not blushing for his intentions." A human 
verdict may pronounce him ^ Guilty ;" but it cannot 
make him guilty. ^ I do feel,** he writes from llie 
prison ; ^ but I will not sink. Though all the world 
should forsake me, this consolation can never foO me, 
that the great Searcher of hearts, whose eye watches 
over every atom of the universe, knows every secret 
intention of my soul ; and when, at the bar of eternal 
justice, this cause shall again be tried, I do indulge 
the humble hope that His approving voice shall con- 
firm the verdict which I feel Bia finger has written 
upon my conscience." A second time — ^not long 
after his liberation — ^he is indicted for tibel, and is 
found guilty ; and a second time he is incarcerated at 
York, his conscience still unburdened. A few weeks 
before the six months' imprisonment expires, he for- 
wards from his " den" to the ^ Iris" some verses, in 
which he writes : — 
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"Elesl; ^th freedom onoonilnad, ,;n Jogg 

Dung(bQDB cannot hold the 80qI: pg^^ ^ 

Who caa chain the immortil mind f * mi 

Kone but He who sam the Mtof* "^^ 

'^ J our present 

Kad again, ibuB:- .t from me- '' 

"Iknow-Hmd'tiamjproodestbo^-' "^ ,^^^i^t 
That conscience is itself •» ' ^y.suffaCst: 
Whi> *hk fnw{i^t«£*.^pa^s my swelling breast, 
Let all Ibrsake me— Pm at rest I 
Ten thousand deaths in every nerve 
I'd rather si^er than deserve /" 

But, notwithstanding these valorous contendings 
and patient enduranoes, he does not feel at home in 
politics ; his mission is poetry. ** In early life," he 
lemarked, one day, long afterwards, *^I sometimes 
dipped into political oontroversy; but politics be- 
come more and more disagreeable to me ; I enter no 
further into them tiian my duty, as an editor of a 
newspaper, compels me to do : frequently do I wish 
I had nothing to do with them." And on another 
occasion: — "Surely never was moon-struck lunatic 
more vexatiously haunted by the foul fiend tiian I 
have been through every nook and alley of life by 
the Muses I" The Manor-Lodge, an ancient build- 
ing, since removed, was a favorite haunt in his 
meditative hours ; and it was here that many of his 
earlier poems were conceived or constructed. 

And his inner life is passing through a disd* 
pline, tempering his poetic genius into that calm 
pensiveness which is to be the characteristic tone of 
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new en b liR 'Ii io mmk^ at Bfe'-we tod him 

a wookl wvuilhm Soiftioro«^ vImm, after "the narrow 

enoririo« . w ^ n i w ii a pmoo," be eojoja fur a few weeks 

Whatevci •fk ^mim mammtj of the ooeao**— <* hare I 
' well. In tnt art wkh uumud ha/ipiiMa Bat shadow 
relievSNU^^ liice t'Vi gljuv of l^t; (k i^/'tter oorrecta the 
•weet ; And aoimo^thed. '^^(«iit luftaoi I/m (om o^Uiai And, 
iMtiing some montha iHtmyent iJ^ iooUectoti inrm. .f 
aeriee of poetical efifuaiona which hawe appeared in 
the "Ilia'* during hia impriaonment— he apeaka of 
them aa '^ composed in bitter moments'* — " the tran- 
acripta of meUincholy feelinga" — " the warm effusiona 
of a bleeding heart" The aubdued, chastened bro- 
kenneaa of hia apirit, ia indicated in some simple linea 
aent by him to his brother at this period, in reply to 
a requeat made, after a long silence, aa the latter ia 
leaving Fulnec for the original Moravian aettlement 
in Ireland: — 

" A blessing, brother, ero we part, 

A flsffewoll bloasiog yoa require ; 
Ob, if there lives in this oold heart 

One spark of all our Father's lire :^ 
That spark, an humblo aacrifloo, 

In prayor for you I send above 
*Twill bring a blessing from tho skios, 

The blessing of thb god op lovb."* 

And the discipline is quickening his sympathies 
for' the distressed. **A8 a token of God's remem- 
brance," he writes, with a rare tenderness and de- 
* Ootober 16, 1804. 
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livery, to a humble friend who is ittffering from loss 
of health and of employment, ^ I hare enclosed a 
five-pound Bank of England note, which I hope will 
be seasonable and servicable to you in your present 
low estate. Accept it, Henry; not from me, but 
from Him who, though He was rich, yet for our 
sakes became poor, and, by suffering all the ills of 
poverty (for He had not whereon to lay His head), 
sanctified them to His people. For His sake, and in 
His name, receive it; for His sake, and in His 
name, I send it I assure yon, my dear friend, that 
I feel far more pleasure in being, on this occasion, 
the minister of His bounty to yon, than I could pos- 
sibly derive from any other disposal of this small 
sum, which I considered to be as sacredly your 
property, from the moment when He put it into my 
heart to send it, as it had been mine before.'' 

A little incident of another kind reveab the genial 
warmth of his tender nature. " The little dog,'' he 
writes, describing a visit he has just paid to the 
"place of his captivity" at York, *' who forsook his 
friends and amily in the city to come and live with 
me, happened to be in the yard with his master 
when I entered; he recognized me in a moment^ 
sprang into my arms, and almost devoured me with 
joy." The canine instinct is a trusty interpreter of 
a kind, loving nature. 

7* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

" But the iMM hM ohaBfed too qalokly ; d*rkMM hM booomo th« 
•hroad: 
Sfttu bat pf«TaU«d to tiy thM, to enoompMt thoo wtth okod." 



NapolooB— Tho noon and the Uarel—^Lady HQntiiifdoiH-**lfiD^ 
chief end**— Indefitolon^FltAU gleams— LighU and shadows— ** A 
coal from the altar^— The ** Wanderer In Swltierland*"— His **apoa- 
tasy**— Qrare tboofhts— Brighter day—The prUm~New poem-~ 
BesetUng bIb— **ABew thing tn the earth*"— The Lord's Tahle— 
Fttlnec 



Alluding one day to Napoleon's passage of the 
Alps with his army and artillery, Montgomery char- 
acterized it as ^worthy of the daring genois of a 
man who would scale the battlements of the moon 
to gather a leaf of laarel." The poet himself has 
sought, for many days, the laurel-leaf with what he 
calls '^a mad ambition;" and a ^burning fevei" 
it has been to him. But there is dawning on him 
now, after a season of backsliding, a brighter and 
more joyous morning ; and its returning light is re- 
vealing to his heart a juster estimate of life's great 
business. ^ Man's chief end" — so runs the empha- 
tic formula of Christian duty, which, suddenly start- 
ing into her memory one day, awoke the late Count- 
ess of Huntingdon out of her dream of self-pleasing. 
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** 18 to glorify God, and to enjoy Him for ever ;"* and 
these magic words stimulated her to a life of self- 
denial. James Montgomery, now awakening as from 
a trance, begins anew to gird ap his loins for the 
Christian race. ** It is hard," we find him writing, 
in March 1807, ^ to renouDce the world and all those 
pleasures which the world deems not only innocent, 
but useful and comnfiendable ; and yet, methinks, 
that Christianity requires the sacrifice of them." Not 
willing to take up his cross and follow the despised 
and rejected Man of Sorrows through poverty, re- 
proach and tribulation, he yet feels the guilt of inde- 
cision hanging heavy on his heart, and outweighing 
all those little joys for which he is unwilling to relin- 
quish the world. But a '^cheering ray' of hope, of 
Christian hope," will break at times through *'the 
jMigan darkness" of his mind, " opening heaven to 
his desiring view;" and the period is now come, 
when that cheering ray is to be more than a fitful, 
flickering visitant. " O my friend," he exclaims, de- 
scribing to a correspondent the return of a brighter 
season, *^ how does my heart expand, my soul aspire !" 
Yet painfully fitM still are those gleams of sim* 
shine. At times, he will trace with his poetic pencil 
the lights and shadows of the scene, thus : 

" There is a winter in my soul, 
The winter of despair ; 

* The words occur at the opening of the Westminster 
Shorter Catechism, which she had been taught in her early 
youth. 
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O when shall Spring its rage oontrdlT 
When shall the Snowdrop bloasom there? 

Cold gleams of coDifort sometimee dart 

A dawn of glory on my heart, 
But quickly pass away : 

Thus Nortbem-lights the gloom adon, 

And give the promise of a mora 
That never turns to dayl" 

And again, he will write, in the way of i^logy for 
not sending to a friend a " metho<ti8tical hjmn'^ — 
**! seldom dare to touch holy things. My lips and 
my heart want purifying with a coal from the altar.^ 
Then the cloud will brighten once more; and he 
will rejoice, though tremblingly, in the hope of final 
deliverance from hie besetting sin— despair ; "' for it is 
a ain,^ he will add, *^ to despair when God proclaims 
Himself to be Love— despair gives Him the lie.** 

This condition of heart it was, which gave its pen-' 
sive tone to the poem which he now published under 
the title of ''The Wanderer in Switzerland," and 
which at once placed him in the front rank of the 
poets of his age But the arrow is infixed too deeply 
in the heart of the awakened backslider, to sufier him 
to be lulled again, even by Fame's syren strain, into 
any repose save that calm rest which is found at 
Christ's own feet And such rest, after his protracted 
wanderings, he is now once more to enjoy ; ** sitting 
down under His shadow indeed with great delight" 

These years, preceding 1806, he used to describe 
as the period of his '^apostacy." Not that he had 



y Google 



JAMXB MOllTOeMBRT. 69 

lapsed into any outward immorality; but businesB, 
and bustle, and exciting soenes had insensibly drawn 
him away from his former habits of godliness, until 
holiness had lost its " beauty," and his spiritual sensi- 
bilities their fine edge. But He who once said — ^^ I 
will restore that which the caterpillar hath eaten," is 
now drawing near to him in tender mercy; and, 
though the eminence to which he has risen as a poet 
imperils his rotuming brokenness of spirit, the poetic 
laurel is not to adorn a vain-glorious brow, but to be 
consecrated to God as a part of his daily '^ living sac- 
rifice." 

Grave and earnest are the thoughts which now 
possess him. *^ Here I am," we have him saying, for 
example ; ^ and what I am finally here, I must for 
ever be." And again — 

"I stir the ashes of my mind. 
And here and there a sparkle find, 
That leaps into a momentja light, 
Then dwindles down again in night 
Yet bums a fire within my breast, 
Whioh cannot quench, and will not rest : 
for a sudden, secret rent, 
In this hard heart to give it vent I 
for a gale of heavenly breath, 
To quicken life again from death t" 

And another day, alluding to a visit to Shefileld 
by Henry Steinhaur and sixteen pupils from Fulnec, 
most of them introduced into the school by Mont- 
gomery himself, he says : ** Who knows what eternal 
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ooDseqaenoes may result from so many boys and giils 
hearing the simple Gospel ci ^Christ crncified' 
preached faithfully to them among the Brethren. It 
warms my cold, aud melts my hard heart, sometimes, 
when I think that I may thus, accidentally, have been 
the cause of promoting the everlasting wel&re of 
some of my fellow-creatures in this neighborhood, 
where I came an outcast, and in which I have lived 
a stranger." 

Montgomery has ^ a temper made for happiness ;** 
and though, for a time, it has worn a somewhat som- 
bre hue, it b^ns to brighten under the genial beams 
of that Sun of righteousness which now again shines 
down upon him. Writing to his brother, who has 
been bereaved of a beloved child, he ministers the 
comfort wherewith he himself has now been comfort- 
ed of God, thus : *^ This providence of God you both 
feel has drawn you nearer to Him ; and, the ne«arer 
yon have been drawn to Him, have you not been the 
more strengthened, and comforted, and submissive to 
His will, till, at length, you had no will of your own, 
and were enabled to rejoice amidst your affliction, in 
the hope of the glory which shall hereafter be re- 
vealed!" And, in God^s light seeing light, he is 
learning to assign to things God's own proportions — 
God's great things growing great, and God's little 
things little. " In the Bible Society," said he, one 
day, in November 1813, at a large meeting in Shef- 
field for the formation of a Methodist Missionary So- 
ciety, '* all names and distinctions of sects are blend- 
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ed till they are lost, like the prismatic colors, in a 
ray of pure and perfect light : in the Missionary 
work, though divided, they are not discordant ; but, 
like the same colors, displayed and harmonized in 
the rainbow, they form an arch of glory ascending 
on the one hand from earth to heaven, and on the 
other descending from heaven to earth — a bow of 
promise, a covenant of peace, a sign that the storm 
of wrath is passing away, and the Sun of righteous- 
ness with healing in his wings breaking forth on all 
nations." 

Another poem now issues from his pen — "The 
World before the Flood ;" and the fresh fame which 
it brings to him he feels to be a new temptation. 
'* How worse than worthless," he writes to the Rev. Dr. 
Raffles, " how profane, were the exercise of my powers 
on sacred and solemn themes for my own glory I Yet 
.such is the deceitfulness of the human heart, that in 
its holiest offerings (I speak from the experience of 
mine), it cannot forget itself and its own merits, nor 
help being pleased in the eyes of man to divide with 
its Maker that glory which its language ascribes to 
Him. This is the peculiarly-besetting sin of poets as 
well as of preachers: I said sin, though I should 
have said temptation ; for it is impossible to avoid 
the temptation, but it is possible to avoid the sin by 
continually watching unto prayer against it." 

It is a touching utterance which one of our poets 
has given to the heart's longmgs in certain of its 
phaaes: 
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- BdMld, Tbj diHl doth 8tir; 
It Diore% it creeps, it Aims at TbM. 
Wilt TlKXi defer 
To sucoiir me^ 
Tb^ pile of doati wherein esdi enimb 
SAjra'Comor"* 
And i^gain, thus : 

" Lord JBsr» hear mj heart ! 
Whidi hath been broken now so loQg; 
That ererj part 
Uath got a toogaei 
Thj beggan grow ; rid them away, 
To-day. 

If X loTe» my awee tn ea a, hear ! 
By theae Thy feet, at whioh my heart 
Lies all the year, 
Pluck oat thy dart: 
And heal my troubled breast, whioh orie^ 
Which dies." 

James Montgomery, though still sad and downcast' 
in moments of self-inspeotion, is already enjoying 
HuH^nT^iifilJ^V ^^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^ 1^^^ o^ ^^o<L ^^ 
and were enabled «™^ o° ^ ^««8 to crucify that 
the hope of the gldlo^>'' ^ once more in confidence 
TOdedr And, in Qicified, "begging himself rich." 
learning to assign to t/ ^» ^®^^ ^^ SheflSeld (May, 
God's great thin^ '"^^ ^^^^^- "^he Lord," 

things UtUe, "In new thing in the earth'- 

day, in Novembo' ^'^^ '^^°«^ f . ^^^'^ 

field for the for ^n^e^f opmion before 

ciety,"allnv poeetoprch 
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mote their Master's cause among men." And, very 
solemnly he added : — ^ There is danger in running 
with the multitude to do evil, when, amidst the con- 
tagion of example, and the tumult of publicity, the 
sinner seems to lose his personal responsibility in the 
crowd, and the guilt, divided among thousands, ap- 
pears to attach to none, though, in truth, it attaches 
to each as if each acted alone ! There is danger also 
in running with the multitude to do good— danger 
in trying to escape from ourselves among the people 
of God. We may have a name among Christians ; 
we may be affected by the external solemnity of 
divine worship; we may delight in the joy and 
animation of meetings like this ; and yet be devoid 
of the spirit and power of godliness." At the dose 
of the festival he was persuaded so &r to overcome 
his anxieties as to sit down with the assembled 
friends and brethren at the Lord's Table. And, 
when it was over, he was not ashamed to write in 
the "Lris" concerning it: — ^'^It was a season of 
humble and holy joy, such as will be remembered 
even in heaven with gratitude." The words were 
evidently the expression of his own personal thanks- 
giving. At the end of the year he was formally re- 
admitted into the Moravian fellowship at Ftilnec, 
lejoicmg once again to '* devote himself to the Lord 
and to His people •" 

1 



y Google 



CHAPTER V. 



**TIm best of all the * wvU-dolnga* on this gloomy pUnet Angels 
ttemsriTes osa be doing nothing better, whererer they nre at work ; 
though they work in a grander style than mortals."— Foenn. 



A yearning— **Oreatest and best work"— The " proxy"— " Wherefore 
thb waster— Oreenland—** CiTlUse and Christianise"- The sayage 
— Cowpei^" My Father"— Mature and its God— Wordsworth. 

br one of hiB sonneta, Qeoige Herbert thus articQ- 
lateB the Christian heart's desire, the Christian's mis- 
sionary yeanungs : — 

*'Lord, I will mean and speak thj praiae, 
Thy praise alone t 
Uy busy heart shall spin it all my days." 

And again : — 

'* Wherefore I sing. Yet| since my heart, 

Though pressed, nins thin ; 
Oh, that I might some other hearts conTort, 

And so take up at nse good store ; 
That to thy chests there might be coming in 
Both all my praise, and more I" 

With James Montgomery the missionary enterprise 
now takes its place as ^Hhe greatest and the best 
work in the world — the work of Qod himself.'' 
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**T?ra,jf do not disappoint me," he writee, vrging 
the attendance of a speaker at a missionary meet- 
ing; **I am not alone in this request; I am the 
proxy of six hundred millions of pagans — and how 
many Jews, Mahometans, and Christians, rerily I 
know not." 

And, some months later, in a literary Review, he 
writes : — ^ It is a fact awfully illustrative of the es- 
sential depravity of the heart, that, while the greatest 
energies of the greatest minds — ^the utmost means 
of the most enlightened nations — ^are, more or less, 
continually exercised in achieving the destruction of 
their species and the desolation of nature, the labors 
of the missionary are by numbers treated as visionary, 
and by others deemed expensive." And he adds : — 
^ In Greenland alone — ^a country overlooked by all 
the philanthropists of Europe, except by a few Danish 
or Moravian missionaries — ^more good has been done 
to mankind, and, certainly, more glory given to God, 
than has been directly accomplished by all the wars 
of Christendom, from the days of Gustavos Adolphus 
to those of Napoleon Buonaparte." 

His clear head and sound heart give to his trum- 
pet a not uncertain sound. '^ The wisdom of man," 
he writes, *^ says, ' first civilize barbarians, and then 
Christianize them;' and the wisdom of man has 
proved itself * foolishness' in every experiment of the 
kind which it has made, though it must be confessed 
that it has been too prudent or too selfish to make 
many. The wise counsel of God is very different. 
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No motives lets powerftd than oonyiction of ain, fear 
of hellf faith in Christ as a Saviour, His love shed 
abroad in their hearta^ and the hq)e of everlastiiig 
Ufe, can command attention from fierce, obstinate, 
sensual savages, to plans of civilisation — ^much leaa 
wean them from their roving, indolent, cruel habits, 
and make them stationary, social, sW-denying 
beings.'' And, urging the necessity of a consecra- 
tion of every energy to the work, he adds : — ^W^ 
are commanded to love the Lord our God supnmel^j 
and to serve Him onfy; it follows that we must 
serve Him in the same manner as we love Him — 
with all our heart, and soul, and mind, and strength 
— with all our corporeal and intellectual feonltiea, 
with all our affections, and all our attainments.'' 

Cowper, in his ^Task," speaking of ^the free- 
man whom the truth makes firee," has written :— - 

** He looks abroad into the varied field 
Of Natoro, and, though poor perhaps, oompared 
With those whose mansioDs glitter in his sight, 
Calls the delightfhl scenery all bis own. 
His are the mountains, and the vallejs his, 
And the resplendent rivera His to eaioy 
With a propriety that none can feel, 
But who, with filial oonfidenoe inspired, 
Can lift to heaVen an unpresumptuous eye, 
And, smiling, say — ' My Father made them all T " 

Only by the Cross can a amner ascend to Qod : 
then, having reached Him, and found Him recon- 
ciled, the sinner descends to God's Nature. Mont- 
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gomery had an exquisite eye for the beauties of crea- 
tion ; and nothing grieves him now bo much as to 
find a poetic interpreter of these beauties standing in 
Nature's Temple as her priest, and bringing in his 
hand a Cain-like offering. In a critical review of 
Wordsworth's *^ Bxcursion," after the most generous 
appreciation of its real merits as a ''work which 
would live,** he boldly, though with tenderness, 
•places him at the Gospel-bar, thus : — ^ The love of 
Nature is the purest, the most sublime, and the 
sweetest emotion of the mind, of which the senses 
are the ministers ; yet the love of Nature alone can- 
not ascend from earth to heaven, conducting us, as by 
the steps of Jacob's ladder, to the love of God ; nor 
can it descend from heaven to earth, leading us, by 
similar gradations, to the universal love of man; 
otherwise, it had not been necessary for B!im, who 

* thought it not robbery to be equal with God,' to 
take upon Himself * the fbnn of a servant,' and die 

* the just for the unjust, that He might bring us to 
Ood' by HiHSBLV." 

Oowper's maxim is one tever to be forgotten : — 

** Acquaint thyself with Qod, if thou wouldsk taste 

His works." 
" So reads he Nature, whom the lamp of Truth 

Hlominates." 

7* 
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CHAPTER VI. 



•* Mm in aodety It Uk« a flower 
Blown la Its native bed; *tla there alone 
Hto fltenlttea, expanded in AiU bloom, 
Shine oat'— there onlj reach thefar proper use." 



I]WtUictp-**Love In the Spirit^—" Feeble in Splendor""— Plying the 
oar— The Irl»— A scene — ^Holding the oandle— The Sunday Behool 
—The little group— Prayer— Greenland ; Prlrations and self-denial 
—Appeal— Wild Arab— Compassion— PubUo aflairs— Holy walk- 
Robert Hall— Vioarious saeriilce— Chrises divinity— ** Songs of 



YiMST has somewhere said, that the attachment 
whioh does not become ^ a love in the Spirif* is to 
be classed with those instincts which man sharee 
with the lower animals. Montgomery's heart, now 
warmed and purified by the grace of Christ, expands 
year by year into a wider, and intenser, and more 
Christ-like love. After ^ enjoying the holy commu- 
nion'' at Fnlnec, and, though ^ staggering sometimes 
in bearing the cross up the rugged steep of Calvary," 
yet ^ borne up by the right hand of Bum whom he 
has accompanied there" — ^he goes forth into the 
midst of his fellows, his face shining wlith a certain 
divine halo, and speaks to them thus : — 'r What is the 
bond of this Association ? Love — Chii^igtian love— - 



y Google 



JAMES MOirraOMBBT. 19 

the love of God shed abroad in our heartB, and en- 
dearing UB to each other. This love is not like gold, 
which, being expanded under the hammer, exchanges 
solid weight for feeble splendor! It is not like 
water, spilled out of a vessel, and spreading over a 
large superficies, but promptly absorbed into the 
earth, or exhaled into the atmosphere. No— 

« «Love is a spirit, all compact with fire; 
Lore is a spirit, and will to heaven aspire :' 

Yes ; and, in proportion as it rises above, it spreads 
below, increasing in splendor and intensity precisely 
according to its elevation and diffusion." 

Though the turmoil of politics grows less and less 
congenial to him, he continues manfully to ply the 
oar. "Politics," he writes in September, 1816, "I 
hate with so perfect a hatred, that I meddle with 
them no more than I can help. And, if I could dis- 
pose of my newspaper for its value, I should rejoice 
to be at peace from them, at least with my hands 
and my head, for ever. Meanwhile, however, I shall 
not disguise my sentiments, whenever it seems my 
duty to avow them." And, in announcing, some 
months later, the accession of a partner, he adds : — 
** The independence of character which this journal 
has ever maintained, through evil report and good re- 
port, shall never be forfeited, whatever other changes 
may take place in the editor's years, in his person, or 
in his circumstances — so long as he has the fear of 
Ood before his eye, and the love of his country in 
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his heart Engaged in an enterpriaai honorabla, 
but hasardoufl — we are determined, to the best of 
our knowledge and ability, to do our duty : if we 
succeed, well ; if we fiul, we have done our duly ; 
millions succeed with doing less — who can do 
merer 

One daj in a public meeting in Sheffield, there 
stands upon the platform an aged woman of sixty, 
reading a chapter of the New Testament. She has 
begun her alphabet a few months pfeTioosly in a 
Sunday-school ; and, ^ with spectacles on nose," aha 
plies her task before the assembly — a kind, joyous 
face ^ cheek by jowl" with hers, for she needs a oan- 
die to be held up to her as she slowly, bnt surely, , 
deciphers the words of life. ** It has been my lot, at 
Tarious periods," says James Montgomery, as the 
Tenerable dame resumes her seat, '^ to be e^iosed to 
the efifectB of malicious slander and detraction, and 
to the still more dangerous temptations of praiae and 
flattery ; but never, during my whole life, have I felt 
myself so deeply humbled, or so honorably exalted, 
as during the time I have held the light for my ven- 
erable sister, and have listened to her voice. She has 
read the words of eternal life, which are able to make 
her, as well as every one else who heard them, wise 
unto salvation. Tou wiU naturally ask, ^Why do 
not I become myself a Sunday-echool teacher?' I 
have no doubt I could adduce reasons which would 
satisfy you ; but I must honestly confess that they do 
not so fully satisfy myselfl" From that day the poet 
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tak«8 hU place. as a religioiu iastraotor in the Red* 
Hill Sunday-sohool. 
A Ghristian poet has desoribed prayer as 

"X kind of tune, which all things hear and fear." 
And, again, he calls it 

'^Qod's breath in man retoming to his birth : 
The soul's hLood: 
Thelandof spioes; something understood." 

Week after week, in that lowly room, is Montgom- 
ery to be found on his knees, amidst those poor girls 
and boys, praying with a fervor, and a simplicity, 
and a confiding afiection, which not seldom melt to 
tean the little group of pupils. And, if the veil could 
be lifted which conceals from all eyes save one the 
doaet and its lonely exercises, the same heart would 
be seen in a very peculiar nearness of converse with 
Him who delights to dwell with the man who is ^ of 
a humble and a contrite spirit" 

Greenland, with its ^* icy mountains," was at this 
period the scene of a missionary self-denial such as 
modem days have rarely witnessed. Resolved to do 
the work of evan^lists among its degraded people, 
at whatever cost of personal sacrifice — the Moravian 
brethren did not hesitate to eat seal's fiesh, and to 
prepare with train-oil their scanty stock of oatmeal. 
A crisis of destitution has overtaken the natives, and 
Montgomery publishes in Sheffield an appeal in their 
behalf. " The wild Arab in the desert," says be, in 
his own graphic and touching way, *^ sitting down to 
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hifl meal of Mack bread and salt^ nerertheleaB, gives 
God UiaokBi and, before be begins, calls aloud to any 
hungry wretch who may be within hearing, to come 
and partake with him. In Britain, where thousands 
ait down every day at plentiful tables, so fiv as his 
▼oioe may be heard through the circuit oi this paper, 
Ihe present advocate of Oreenhmd widows and or- 
phans would remind the truly charitable oi the words 
of their Redeemer, when he had counselled those who 
made feasts to ^ call the poor, the maimed, the lame, 
the blind* — ^ they cannot recompense thee, but thou 
shalt be recompensed at the resurrection of the just.' " 
In the space of three weeks, and within the comr 
paratively limited circle of the readers of the ^ Lris," 
the appeal produced ISO/. ; and, in acknowledging 
it, the poet wrote : '^ These gifts have been altogether 
voluntary, in the best sense of the term ; they have 
been sudi as the givers could not withhold, firom the 
impulses of genuine pity. The purest produce of the 
olive is the oil which distills freely from the gentlest 
pressure of its fruit ; the most precious juice of the 
grape is that which flows from the thick clusteis 
heaped abundantly together, without any other com- 
pulsion than their own ripe weight and burstiDg ful- 
ness. The wine and oil which *the dear English 
people' have thus poured into the wounds of the poor 
Greenlandera, perishing by the wayside, are the purest 
and most precious of their kind.'* The lips which so 
speak have been touched by the seraphim with a live 
coal from the brazen altar. A noble poem, entitled 
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** Gfeenland," and published the same year, proves 
still farther how deeply engraven on his heart are 
the missionary sympathies of his divine Master. 

Public events necessarily continue to occupy a 
large share of his thoughts ; and no easy task doea 
he find it at once to uphold popular rights and to 
moderate the popular zeal. But, in the midst of all 
the turmoil and llie excitement, he is enabled to main* 
tain the fervor and the simplicity of his Christian 
walk. ^ Tour letter," we find him writing to an old 
schoolfellow — John Edwards, of Derby, a correspon- 
dent of Wordsworth and of Coleridge, " pleased and 
affected me much, as the first I had received from 
any one, except Brother RamfUer, belonging to the 
Brethren, since my re-admission. I hope that hence* 
forth we shall be brothers in heart as well as in 
name and profession — ^brothers by our common rela- 
tionship to our only Lord and Master, whose poor 
disciples it is our calling and election to be. May it 
be the first and last concern of our souls to make 
these sure, and to love and seek other things only in 
reference or in subordination to them ! — ^for all our 
temporal duties and affections may be so sanctified, 
that we may remain in the world without being of 
the world, through that liberty wherewith Christ 
makes His people free." 

One day, in the summer of 1822, he is listening 
to Robert HalL The preacher's subject is Christ's 
vicarious sacrifice. Speaking of the rarity of such 
sacrifice, he utters a thought which Montgomery 
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gnatlj reliahea. '^He wished," is the poef^s re- 
mtak sfterwsrds to a iiieiid, '^ to impress his audi- 
toiy with the importance of Chiist^s death, as an 
event standin^^ alone in the annals of the world, 
withoat a parallel, agreeablj to that passage of 
Seriptare, 'For soaroelj for a rigfateoos man will 
one die; jet peradventure for a good man some 
would even dare to die. Bnt God commendeth His 
lo?e toward ns, in that, while we were yet sinners, 
Christ died for ns.* Then it was that he burst 
forth, first employing the word monument, and then 
column ; next trying the weaker word plain, till at 
length he mshed upon champaign — when away he 
went, and bore us away with him, contemplating the 
sacrificial death of the Sayiour as * a single monu- 
ment, a column standing in the champaign and wil- 
derness of the universe, inscribed with characters 
found on none other I' " And, on the same occasion, 
our poet gives utterance to an article of his heart's 
creed, which ever formed the very comer-stone of 
all his hopes as a sinner. ''It is the Divinity of 
Christ," he continues, "which stamps the sacrifice 
of IQs humanity with infinite importance. These 
were admirably connected by Mr. Hall; and they 
must be really connected by us. For my part, I 
cannot conceive in what any alleged efficacy of the 
atoning sacrifice of Christ could consist, abstracted 
from His Godhead ; and the opposebrs of the one — 
very consistently, because necessity is) laid upon them 
— ^relinquish the other. The doctriiiies stuid or fidl 
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with each other ; and, before SocinianB can hope to 
get rid of the Divinity of Christ, they must bum the 
Bible — ^and even then would that doctrine be seen 
rising out of the ashes of the imperishable Word of 
truth." 

Alas ! it is not professed Socinians only who are 
lapsing into this twofold error. Scarcely a man 
amongst the rejectors of the sacrificial sense of 
Christ's atoning death, who are so rife at this day, 
continues beyond a few years to*uphold His Divinity. 
And the transition is simple and easy. The denier 
of the necessity of a divine Saviour to atone, passes 
of necessity to the denial of the fact of a divine 
Saviour at all. Montgomery clings to the doctrine 
of a Substitutory A&nement, as the very sheet- 
anchor of his faith. 

In his " Songs of Sion," published about this pe- 
riod, he strings bis sweet lyre to the same heavenly 
melody. ** It is far from popular," said he one day 
to a friend, who was inquiring if the book was making 
its way, " to become the champion of the Cross, even 
in this way ; but it must be an honor to any poet to 
furnish words in which sincere Christians may ap- 
propriately express their joys and sorrows, their hopes 
and their fears." 

8 
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" Dtmi ftiid UBdraM thy tooL IfwkUiadaMj 
And growth of it 
In brief; aoqalt the* brarelf ; pUy th* nun.** 



An b«i« In bomble life— One Ulent-" How does he use It T— A riek- 
bed— Henrt not oldw— A trsTelier— Impreeilone— Retiremeat— 
Ontion— ** Hnmble onder all that glory**— Triumph of trnth. 

TtoKRB lived in those days, in a bumble room in 
Bheffleld, a Cbrndan shoemaker, who^ after calling 
one evening on Montgomery for a subscription " in 
aid of one of those many works of mercy in which 
be was engaged,^ was suddenly summoned, a day or 
two afterwards, to his heavenly rest Samuel Hill 
was very poor — so poor that he could not always 
afford to pay to a Tract Society, of which he was a 
member, bis subscription of six shillings a-year ; but 
80 rich was be in &ith, so ripe in religious experi- 
ence, and so mighty in prayer, that Montgomery 
tells us, that for the sake of being present at the 
society's monthly private meeting for prayer, be 
many a time, notwithstanding his constitutional in- 
dolence and weakness, ^ left his warm bed on a cold 
winter's morning." ''I decbue to you," is his re- 
mark at the first meeting after the shoemaker's sud- 
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den departure from this life, ** that I never stood in 
the presence of any man with such trembling as I 
used to feel beside that humble individual. Let the 
weather be as cold as it would, our. hearts were sure 
to be warmed here. God ! I thought — thou hast 
given to that man perhaps only one talent ; but how 
does he use it V^ And on the evening of his inter- 
ment the poet adds, in another assembly : — " Could 
I now be reinstated in the heyday of youth, with the 
promise of fifty additional years of life, in which I 
might enjoy all and more than all the honors I have 
received from man since the period when I first set 
up in my heart that vain and delusive idol of human 
applause, which I have so long and so intensely wor- 
shipped at the peril of my soul — I say, rather than 
voluntarily incur the dreadful risks arising from the 
repetition of such popular praise as even I have expe- 
rienced, I would prefer to occupy that grave in which 
the remains of our Mend are now for their first night 
sleeping, ' in sure and certain hope of the resurrec- 
tion to eternal life through our Lord Jesus Christ.' " 
An incident like this reveals, as in the light of a sun- 
beam, that growing lowliness which adorns him in 
these ripening years. 

Another glimpse into his inner life occurs on one 
of those scenes of tender friendship which his genial 
heart and warm spiritual sensibilities so often bright- 
ens. " I sometimes returned from visiting you," he 
writes one day in January, 1823, to a dear friend, 
who has been unexpectedly restored to convalescence, 
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tegrity of its affections, it has not grown a moment 
older these five-and-twenty years." 

One evening, in July 1825, a traveller from New 
York paid a brief visit to onr poet, and published 
afterward his impressions of him. Introduced into 
a parlor in which is *' a table set for tea," the stranger 
soon finds himself at home. " The poet," he wrote, 
describing the interview, ** is now at the age of fifty- 
four. In his person he is slender and delicate, rather 
below the common si2se. His complexion is light, 
with a Roman nose, high forehead, slightly bald, and 
a dear eye, not unfrequently downcast, betraying a 
modest degree of diffidence. In his manners, the au- 
thor manifests all that mildness, amiable simplicity^ 
and kindness of heart, so conspicuous in hia writings. 
ffis flow of conversation is copious, easy, and per- 
fectly free from affectation. His sentiments and 
opinions on all subjects of remark were expressed 
with decision and frankness, but at the same time 
with a becoming modesty. His language is polished 
and select, betrayiug occasionally the elevation of 
poetry, but exempt from any appearance of pedantry. 
While the merits of all his cotemporaries were freely 
discussed, and the meed of discriminating praise lib- 
erally awarded to each, not the slightest allusion was 
made to his own productions, although they are quite 
as much read in our country as those of any other 
living poet. It would have been a breach of polite- 
ness in me to have told him how many generous 
sentiments he has instilled, and how many hearts he 
8* 
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has mado better, beyond the AUaatic. He uf/petOB 
to be uniTenally respected and beloved in the plaoe 
of his resadcnoe." 

In the autumn of this year, the poet finally sunen- 
den ioto other hands the **• Iris,** on which 1m has ex- 
pended so many years of toil, and through whose 
oolumus he has given forth to the worid so many 
earnest and noble thoughts. ^From the first mo- 
ment,** are his farewell words, ^ that I became the 
director of a public journal, I took my ovm ground ; 

1 have ^tood on it through many years of changes; 
and I rest by it this day, as having afforded me a 
shelter through the far greater portion of my li&, 
and yet ofiering me a grave when I shall no longer 
have a part in anything which is done under 
the sun. And this was my ground — a plain deter- 
mination, come wind or aun, come fire or flood, to 
do what was right I lay stress on the purpose, not 
on the performance ; for this was the pohur star to 
which my compass pointed, though with considerable 
' variation of the needle.* ** 

Montgomery's religion is a sterling thing, mould- 
ing his whole commercial transactions, and regulat- 
ing his whole life. And now, retiring from public 
life, he receives from his fellow-townsmen, through 
the lips of their chairman, Lord Milton, a verdict of 
approval, which draws forth from him these words : 
— "• There is a splendid Italian sonnet by Giovanni- 
battista Zappi, on Judith returning to Bethulia, with 
the heail of Holofemes in one hand and the sword 
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which had smitten it off in the other. The popu- 
lace hailed her at the gates, through the streets, and 
from the roo&, as the deliverer of her native city ; 
the maidens pressed around, to kiss her garment, 
* but not her hand ;' vhile a hundred of the sons of 
the prophets went before, proclaiming her achieve- 
ment, and foretelling her glory ' from the sun's rising 
to his rest.' The poet adds — 

*' ' Stavasi tutta mnile in tanta gloria.' 

There is an untranslatable idiom in the original, 
which gives exquisite point to the idea; but the 
simple meaning may suffice us — 

" ' She was humble under all that glory.' 

And this is the frame of mind which becomes me 
on the present occasion. Since I came to this town, 
I have stood through many a fierce and bitter storm ; 
and I wrapt the mantle of pride tighter and tighter 
about my bosom, the heavier and harder the blast 
beat upon me : nay, when I was prostrate in the 
dust, without strength to rise, or a friend powerful 
enough to raise me, I still clung to my pride, or, 
rather, my pride clung to me, like the venomed robe 
of Hercules, not to be torn away but at the expense 
of life itself. However haughtily I may have carried 
myself in later trials or conflicts, the warmth and 
sunshine of this evening, within these walls, compel 
me irresistibly, because willingly, to cast off every in- 
cmnbrance, to lay my pride at your feet, and stand 
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beferd you modestlj, yet nprightljixi the gaimeDt of 
humilitj.'* 

Such 18 the attitude or all ^ true men." He who 
in his closet was heard whispering — " I have in my- 
self no might O God, help me, Amen. O God 
help me. Amen !" met the remonstranoea of timid 
friends with this resolTe — ^^ Though there were as 
many devils in Worms as there are tiles on the 
houses, I would enter the mouth of tHis Behemoth." 

** Sreot before his fellown ; on his knees before God.** 

This ovation of Montgomery's was hailed by his 
Christian friends as something more than a mere 
personal triumph. ''Tour muse," wrote one of 
them, "' has been persecuted for righteousness' sake ; 
and, after having passed through much tribulaiioo, 
she now appears, like the saints before the throne, 
dothed in white raiment, and holding in her hand 
the emblematio palm. I have contemplated the 
honors with which yon have been arrayed as the 
fruits of a victory, a glorious victory, in which the 
whole Christian world should participate. It is the 
triumph of truth, and virtue, and piety, over enw, 
and vice and impiety." 
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•*Tby lamp, mjsterioiiB Word ! 
Whf eh whoso sees, no longer wanden lost, 
With intellects bemazed In endless doab^ 
Bat runs the road of wisdom." 



Mellowed hearenliness—Honse of monmlng— '*The price of wealth** 
—Hie "moderation''— ** Lake Schoor— Offence of the Cros»— "Too 
Tile** — Heaven's joys — A welcome — Indian backwoods — Advancing 
* Working materials"— Monnt Sion— An aspiration. 



NoTWiTHSTANBiNO these outward honors, his inner 
life is acquiring daily a more chastened mellowness. 
^ Oh, it is a blessing, beyond all the mere enjoyment 
of good things under the sun," we find him writing 
to his nieces in the sninmer of 1826, "^ to know that 
we are sinners, and that Christ came into the world 
to save sinners. I entreat you, my dear, dear nieces, 
that you will employ some portions — ^a little at a 
time— of every day in reading the New Testament, 
especially the four Gospels, and more particularly 
that of St. John, in which you will find refreshment 
for your minds when they are languid, comfort for 
your spirits when they are troubled, and peace for 
your souls when you are williog to hear what your 
Sayionr has done and suffered for you. And pray, 
each for yourself that God would bless you and fulfil 
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in 70a every purpose of His mercy, for which He has 
sent your present triab ; and if you can find freedom, 
pray together in your own simple language, and 
your prayers will be answered, for the Holy Spirit 
will help your infirmities." 

And the same mellowed spirit would indicate its 
heavenly tastes in such utterances as these : — ^"'-I take 
your offer very kindly, and should have been very 
happy to avail myself of your hospitality, had I been 
at liberty to visit York during the musical festival ; 
but duty calls me another way. I must go to the 
house of suffering — ^though I cannot call it the house 
of mourning, because there is joy and hope in tribu- 
lation there." 

And, in another direction, thus : — ^ I am not rich 
— ^I never took the means to be so; I have often 
said that I could not afford to pay the price of wealth, 
and that, as there was neither a law of nature nor an 
Act of Parliament to compel me to become rich, I 
would not sell all my peace of mind, nor consume 
my time, in gathering what I might never enjoy, I 
do not despise money ; I love it as much as any man 
ought to do, and perhaps something more at particu- 
lar times : but a small provision is enough for my 
few wants, and the Lord has made that provision for 
me. I owe it all to Him ; I cannot say that my 
skill, or industry, or merit of any kind, has acquired 
it : I have received it as a free gif^ at His hands ; 
and to Him I would consecrate it, and every other 
talent, as an unprofitable servant at the best^ and too 
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often as a slotliful and wicked one." It is a fitting 
commentary upon these words, that, when the writer 
sold his paper for £400, he allowed the money 
(which was considered a very moderate price for 
the paper) to remain in the purchaser's hands — ^in- 
tending, should the paper not succeed in strange 
hands, to remit the whole sum agreed upon for copy- 
right. If every disciple of Christ " made his modera- 
tion known unto all men" as unmistakeahly as James 
Montgomery, the Christian name would not have its 
fiur escutcheon stained in these days with so many 
grievous blots. 

It was the failing of Wordsworth and of all the 
^ Lake School," that their poetry ignored the pecu- 
liar doctrines of the Gk>spel, and especially . man's 
total depravity. Montgomery, as he advances in 
years and in the divine life, instead of modifying 
his earlier belief respecting our fallen nature, is 
constrained to darken the picture even into a deeper 
hue. For example, in a new poem, called *^ Pelican 
Island," which appeared in the autumn of 1827, we 
find him apostrophising man thus : 

" Han, in the image of his Maker formed ; 
Man, to the image of his tempter fallen I 
I saw him sunk in loathsome degradation, 
A naked, fierce, ungovernable savage, 
Companion to the brates ; himself more bmtaL" 

** It is the * offence of the Cross,' " was the poet's re- 
mark one day to a friend, who was mentioning a 
complaint of a critic that he had made man '* too 
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tile.** *^ Any direct allvmon to the state of the poor 
heethen — their barbarity and immorality on the one 
handy or their religioua ezperienoe and their hopes 
of salvation on the other — ^is generally unpalatable : 
I have long had to endure a good deal for my senti* 
mento on these points^ as well from the open pity as 
from the secret contempt of some of my readers." 

Hastening onwards to the Celestial City, his soul 
seems oftentimes rapt into a yery peculiar fellowship 
with its holy joys. ^Prayer," for example, is his 
remark on one occasion, '* is not only the sublimest 
expression of the Church on earth, but there seems 
to be something very like prayer among the souls 
of the martyrs in heaven itself— 'How long, O Lord, 
holy and true, dost thou not judge and avenge our 
blood on them that dwell on the earth 1' " 

And, on anothe» occasion, addressing, on her birth- 
day, a friend under whose roof he is sojourning on 
one of his brief occasional tours on bcJialf of ihe 
Bible Society, he writes : — 

*' When suffbring lift— Shall end its strife 

In death's serene repose ; 
Be Sabbath rest— On Jeeu's breast, 

Its everlasting dose ; 
Your daily crosa may you lay down, 
To gain an everlasting crown t" 

And, welcoming home a beloved friend who, 
during an absence of five years, has, on a mission- 
ary errand, circumnavigated the globe : — ^^ May you 
long enjoy the blessing of a heart right in the sight 
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of Oodf wlucb flhall render all his His dispeniatioiM^ 
afflictive or jojons, right in your tight ! This is ibe 
Cbristiaii's secret of happiness; may 70a ever be ia 
possession of it in this world of trials, where fiiuth is 
perpetiiallj put to proo^ and often staggers, not at 
the promises only, bat at the wisdom and goodness 
nK God, from our frailty and ignorance in judging of 
His works and ways P 

And, on stfll another occasion, referring to Brain- 
erd in the Indian backwoods, and to his suffering and 
sditnde, he reveals indirectly his own heavenly tone 
of soul, thus : — ^ Was there at such times, on the 
Cace of the inhabited earth, an object lovelier in the 
nght of heaven, than that lonely man, in the depths 
of immense forests, reading the words of eternal life 
for himseli^ or pouring out his soul, amidst the 
silence of the desert, in prayer for the salvation of 
the heathen ! Yes, there was an object yet lovelier— 
the same man, afiker he had b^n thus hidden in the 
secret pavilion of the Most High, coming forth from 
under the wiogs of the Almighty to teach wondering 
savages among whom God was unknown and Christ 
was not named, the lessons which he had learned in 
his retirement Braioerd, thus occupied, presented 
a spectacle to the eyes of angels which they might 
behold with delight, and even long to be partakers 
with him in the honor and felicity of ministering to 
those heirs of salvation*'* 

Advandng years are beginning to tell upon hk 
never very robust frame. ^I have not been able to 
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accept,^ we find him writing, March 16, 1830, to the 
•ecretaiy of the Manchester Weslejan Missionary 
Committee, ** one invitation of this kind, though I have 
had many — ^not hecause my heart has changed, hat 
/ am not even the man that I was : the bruised reed 
grows weaker and weaker with handling, and the 
■moking flax dimmer and dimmer with blowing 
upon, while the ashes scatter to the wind.** And, 
on another occasion, he says : — " I sometimes seem 
to myself quite worn out, or so fast wearing, as if, 
atom by atom, I were fidling into dust; thought, 
feeling, &ncy, memory, inyention, fear, hope, affec- 
tion — ^all exhausted : and yet there are working ma- 
terials and working power in me which eternity can- 
not exhaust" 

Bat his Christian zeal and boldness freshen into 
new fragrance. At a local festival, attended by a 
host of political and literary celebrities, he rose to 
acknowledge the cordial words of Lord Morpeth 
(now Earl of Carlisle) who, in proposing his health, 
had spoken of ** the genius and virtues of the bard, 
who, having scaled the height of Parnassus, had, 
with equal success, directed his poetical footsteps 
toward the holier elevation of Mount Sion.^ '* And 
I am not ashamed," were Montgomery's closing 
words in reply, " in this festive meeting to say, with 
reference to Uiat place which has been the subject 
of my later themes — Qod grant we may all meet 
there r 
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" If we could see below. 
The sphere of virtue and each shining grace, 

As plainly as that above doth show ; 
This were the better sky, the brighter place. 

God hath made stars the flie 
To set off virtues ; grteft to set off sinning." 



Heaven— Thanksgiving—Marah— Songs in wilderness— A trial— Fresh 
dawning of life — Apostolic look — Communion of Holy Ghost— Green 
old age—** Heaven in his eye"— Manner of life— Simplicity— State- 
pension— Sir Walter Scott— A Contrast—** Stroke of &te"— Sunset 
•nd sonrise— A ** translation." 



Is heaven, the saint, walking in God's own imme- 
diate light, shall interpret perfectly the (as yet) in- 
distinct hieroglyphics by which now he reads God's 
leadings; and the hallelujah which celebrates them 
ahall be one of unmingled thanksgiving — ^ Just and 
true are all thy ways, O thou King of saints." Of 
all those leadings, none shall seem so blessed as the 
sojoumings at Marah and in Baca. 

" I scarce believed, 
Till grief did tell me roundly, that I lived." 

James Montgomery, now nearing heaven in spirit, is 
abeady singing in the wilderness some of heaven's 
melodies of praise. ** Though it is true," we find 
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htm writiiig to a fnend st this period^ "* that certain 
eioeedingly great and bitter di8i4>pointmentB of my 
hopes and schemes in former life left a burthen and a 
gloom which have never ceased to make the remain- 
der of my way more or less dreary, yet I dare not 
say at this hoot, much as I lament many things which 
I have dane^ that I wish anything which I have suf- 
fer^ in the course of providence, and which has not 
beMen me from my own fisult, bad not happened. 
Miserable I may have been made by such events as 
we usually call nUifartuma ; but that I should have 
been less so, if they had not been permitted to re- 
mind me that hero is not my rest, I dare not even 
suppose, much less assert, I have actually lived long 
enough to see that some of the most afBictive of these 
were the means of preserving me from fiur greater 
evils. I see wisdom, and goodness, and mercy, 
guarding and guiding me, and overruling, for my 
good, things which almost broke my heart when 
they came upon me, and which seemed at the mo- 
ment to cut off hope altogether.** 

What words can utter the accession of strength 
and of calm joy, which a tutorage in the truly 
heavenly art of in everything giving thanks^ brings 
to life's daily conflicts and labors and cross-bearings t 
" Then do those powera^ which woiic for grie^ 
Enter thy pay. 
And day by day, 
Labor thy praise and my relief; 
With care and courage building me, 
£01 1 readi heaven, and— -mnoh more-— Thul" 
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One of his sorest trials at this period is ^ an op- 
pression and an obstruction in all the faculties of 
mind and body,"- which often brings with it " a cloud 
which falls in no showers of refreshment, but seems 
to stagnate in the heavens, and to chill and darken 
his very soul." But " natural feeling" will again " be- 
gin to creep along his nerves, and to quicken his 
whole frame f and existence, from being a burthen 
which he dares not lay down, but finds harder to 
carry as the length of the way to the grave grows 
shorter, will once more become a delight, and, with 
returning bodily vigor, a fresh " dawning of life and 
warmth of reviving hope rouses him to new exertion." 
These seasons of gloom, however, have their owfl so- 
lacement. '* I am not aware," we find him writing, 
September 23, 1833, "that you are much tried in 
this peculiar way ; but you cannot expect to escape 
entirely this thorn in the flesh, otherwise you will 
never have the perfect manifestation that His ' grace 
is sufiScient for you, and His strength made perfect 
in weakness.* By any way — ^by every way — which 
He is pleased to appoint, may He purify you, till, 
like gold seven times passed through the fire, you are 
meet to receive the ineffaceable stamp of His image 
and superscription !" 

Now, ** threescore years and one," he has gathered 
upon him an air of almost apostolic sanctity. It is 
not unusual for him, for example, to commence a 
platform-address at a missionary meeting, thus : " The 
grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, and the love of God, 
9* 
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and the feUowriup of the H0I7 Gbost^ be with ns all. 
Amen.** On another oocaaoOf allndiDg to those aame 
words, he remarks: **I have no more donbt of *tlie 
commnnion of the Holy Ghost* than I have of ' the 
grace of our Lord Jesus Christ,' or of ' the love of 
the Father ;* but I do not enjoy it as I ought, as I 
might, and as I pray daily that I may.** It is beoauee 
he is gradually realiiing more intensely the j^nrit'a 
indwelling, that his outward walk, and e?en person, 
are contracting a more hearenly hue. Like that 
^ hope^ of which the poet so beautifully singa, he 
almost literally, 

«' With uplifted foot, set free from eai^ 
, Panta for the place of his ethereal biitb, 
And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here^ 
With wreaths like those triumphant qurits y 



A friend who was with him one morning in a 
laige circle, when Montgomery was invited to lead 
the devotions, felt ^ the fervor, the simplicity, and the 
sweetness'* of his breathings, as if already foretastes 
of heaven. 

But it is only in momentary moods that the bur- 
then of the mortal coil oppresses him. " Montgom- 
ery is now," wrote a Sheffield friend, in August 1835, 
^ not only a poet in full possession of fame, and com- 
manding the most extensive circle of readers that any 
poet can boast, but he is justly appreciated as a good 
man, of extraordinary capabilities, by his townsmen, 
and the country at large ; and Nature, as if seconding 
the tardy justice of man in redeeming the past, has 
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rendered him the yeiy yoangest man of his years 
ever beheld, for had he not been known to the world 
as a poet thirty years, we really think he might at 
this time pass for thirty — such is the slightness of 
his figure, the elasticity of his step, the smoothness 
of his £ur brow, the mobility and pUyfnlness of his 
features when in conversation. This circunistance, it 
is true, makes a great difference ; the lighting up of 
Montgomery's eye in the moment when he is warmed 
by his subject^ or induced to smile to others, is abso* 
Itttely electrical." But it is 

"Heaven in his eye^" 

which gives to him the choicest charm — ^to those, 
at least, who can discern that peculiar characteristic. 

Nothing could be more simple than our poet's 
manner of life. ^ With the world, as to its goods 
and luxuries," writes the same friend, " he has nothing 
to do ; but with its sorrows, igDorance, and want, he 
is continually engaged ; and, when Sir Robert Peel, 
to his own immortal honor, marked the sense which 
himself and his countrymen entertained of Montgom- 
ery's merit, by placing him on the Civil list for a 
pension of 150^. a year, he only added to his power 
of benefitting his fellow-creatures^ for of personal in- 
dulgence in expenditure he has unquestionably no 
idea." 

One afternoon, in the autumn of 1836, Montgom- 
ery is sitting with a friend, poring with intense emo- 
tion over an album which a daughter of Wordsworth 
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has forwarded to Sheffield for a oontribution tnm hk 
pen. Hie page on which the fnends are gazing ao 
intently, is an autograph-sonnet, by Sir Walter Scott 
TVemidously penned in the minstrers last days, and 
with some of the lines unfinished, it has a melancho- 
ly tone about it which painftdly affects his hearL 
**Hsre,'*«s hb remark to Mr. Holland, as he doses 
the book, ** we have almost the last written testimony 
of one of the most actire and yigorous minds of the 
age, made in the very prospect <^ death ; and yet 
there is not the slightest allusion to the promises of 
the Gospel, or to the prospects of the Christian : boty 
instead, an equiyocal allusion to ' enduring the stroke 
of &te/ " It is Montgomery's own happier lot, to be 
hasteniog onward to life's earthly "^ bourne** under a 
joyous hope. ^ May the Lord compensate him," he 
writes this year to a friend, solacing a bereaved disci- 
ple, ** in that way which to infinite wisdom and eter- 
nal goodness shall seem best, for the remoral to His 
own glorious presence of her whom, for a brief but 
lovely season, He permitted to be at his side as a 
life-com^l^on, at a tigie when her Hfe was so tu 
spent, thaib^ twilight on earth, ^ile he walked 
amidst iftT i^tness, was to hersdf the dawning of 
immortality — ^a4^"°^^ to us in the East, is sunrise 
to tbein in the \f^tl It was a sudden ^ translation' 
(because, like Ei/\, she * walked with God') to the 
kingdom of gloryjj^of bliss, of peace and assurance 
for ever, from sin, sorr^'';, and death." 
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u I voold rejoloe for all that thoa bast glTen, 

In Ohrlat to me, 
For grace, and peaoe, and gladdening hope of heaTon, 

Not bought, but free.'* 



Yoltatre's death-bed— The » Encyclopndtsts**— ** Wretohed glory r— 
8oott*s death-bed— Sheffield poet— Earthly laurel— A crown of glory 
— "Natives"— ** At home"— A bereavement—" Passed on"— Dickson 
of Irvine— "Strive to steal away*'— The Cross— New bereavement 
— **Not here"— » Died for me"— TbankAilnesa. 

It IB recorded of Voltaire, that on his death-bed he 
was visited by D'Alembert and some twenty others 
of the French ^^philosophers," but that^ as they 
crowded one afiter another into the apartment, he 
oast on them a bitter reproachful look, and exclaimed 
— " Retire 1, It is you that have brought me to my 
present state ! Begone I I could have done without 
you all, but you could not exist without me ; and 
what a wretched glory have you procured meT' 
And, as they withdrew, and lingered about the pas- 
sage, they could hear him alternately cursing and 
supplicating God, and then in a plaintive tone crying 
out—" Oh, Christ I Oh, Jesus Christ 1" It is said of 
poor Walter Scott that his death-bed was scarcely less 
appalling. Genius unsanctified was his ruin, and, 
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tboogfa not to be classed with tbc Frencbman as an 
open blasphemer, be is reported to have died in the 
most beart-stricken horror. The poet of ShefSeld is 
not ashamed of Christ and of his cross. "' From the 
time,^ was the remark gf the Rey. J. Angell James 
at a missionary meeting held that year at Birming- 
hmkj *^ that tlie distingnished individual who has ad- 
dressed us baptized bis muse at the Christian font, 
and made her a member, not of any section of the 
Christian community, bnt of the whole Catho^ 
Choroh — he has never written a line over which 
truth or holiness might blush, or which charity might 
not love to own.** And therefore, when death ap- 
proaches, and plucks the earthly laurel from his 
brow, the Destroyer of death is there with a better 
laurel — ^the ''crown of glory, which fadeth not 
away.** like ** the man in the picture," he con- 
tinues meanwhile to lire as an earnest, self-denying 
happy pilgrim — ^that crown of glory hanging over 
his head. "• There is another country," he writes one 
day this autumn to a friend in New York, with whom 
he has enjoyed some pleasant intervievrs during a 
recent visit to this country, " of which all, of every 
land on earth, who are bam of JGrod, become by that 
very feet natives— ^ven a heavenly country : there may 
we, and all we have known in the fledi, as of one 
spirit with us in the Lord, find ourselves at home, 
and for ever with Him, at the end of our pilgrim- 
age!" 

The follQiwiog winter a bereavement visits him. 
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which lifU his heart nearer than ever to his heavenly 
home. " One light," we find him writing, ** which 
has long cheered, and, I maj sdj, accompanied me 
through one-third of my way of life, is now gone out 
— ^no, no, not out; it has passed on before through 
the shadow of death into the splendor of eternity : 
but I shall miss it ; and, oh I how many more whom 
its mild beams were wont to bless will miss it, too I 
But the Lord liveth — He gave, and He has taken 
away — ^blessed be His name! To none but him 
would we have surrendered it" 

Like all who have been drawn into a close fellowship 
with the Lord, Montgomery is learning to lean with 
a fresh simplicity of faith upon the arm of his be- 
loved Lord. Alluding one day to the authorship of 
the hymn, *^ Jerusalem, my happy home" he de- 
scribes the writer as *' a man of God indeed," — add- 
ing : — " His last words, in answer to an inquiry con- 
cerning the hope that was in him in the hour of 
death, were these — ' I have taken all my good deeds, 
and all my bad ones, and have thrown them together 
in one heap, and have fled from them to the '^ foot 
of the Cross for mercy." ' Oh, my dear friend what a 
confession of £Euth ! Let us ffo and do likewise, that 
at our departure we may be enabled, through Al- 
mighty grace, to leave the same testimony behind us." 

And he does go and do likewise. "I strive to 
steal away," says he, ^ from this poor world's busi- 
ness, to sit with Mary at the Master's feet — ^my con- 
stant prayer being to have the mind and the power 
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to * ohooae the better pait^* and to attend to tlie ^coe 
thing needfuV withoat entirelj neglecting the many 
things which are neoeBBary.** And, on another 
occasion : — "' I feel mj place of safety to be that to 
which I do know I am pennitted to come— the foot 
of the Cross.*' 

Another bereavement, touching him to the qniok^ 
reveals, indirectly, yet even more a£feodngly, the 
same simple and joyous fidth. It is one of three sis- 
ten, who have lived under the same roof with him 
** more than forty years.** He writes : — 

^'She went as calmly as at eve 
A dood in annset meltB away, 
While Mending lights and shadows weave 
The winding«heet of dying d^. 

No;^4he day dies not; round the g^obe 

It holds its flight o'er land or main: 
Korn, nooOf and eyening are its robe, 

And solemn night its flowing train. 

80 when to us she seemed to die^ 

And left a shadow in her shroud, 
Twas but the glory passing by, 

And daricnesB gathering round a doud. 

We gased upon the earthly prison 
From which the enfranchised soul had fled; 

* She is not here, for she is risen ; — 
Seek not the living with the dead.' 

Tor, by no sophistry begufled, 
She loved the Gospel's joyftd sound : 

Beceivcd it as a little child, 
And in her heart its sweetness found.** 
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And a year later, alluding to a venerable disciple, 
who had unexpectedly been raised up from what 
seemed to be his dying bed, he writes : — " The turn- 
ing-point of his disease seemed to occur on the 
Saturday before Easter. He said then, ^To^y I 
am seventy-seven years old, and yesterday my Sa- 
viour died for me.' Oh, my dear friend ! though 
you do not call a certain day €hod Friday^ you 
love to remember, on that day and every other day 
of the three hundred and sixty-five, that wonderful 
event (which the annals of the whole creation cannot 
parallel) which so many Christians commemorate on 
that day ; and I know that the most cheering, ani- 
mating, glorious, heart-breaking, heart-healing re- 
flection which can come upon you at any time, in 
any circumstances, is the thought of our suffering 
friend Roberts, when you can say with him, 'My 
Saviour died for me I' He did. He did; and He 
died for me, too; then let us live to Him — ^live 
wholly to Him — ^that when we die — ^as soon we 
must — we may die unto the Lord, and that, where 
He is, we may thenceforth ever be." 

And, referring to the death of the " Martyr of Er- 
romanga," he adds : ^ Alas ! for U9 — ^the removal of 
Mr. Williams : I cannot say, Alas I for him. But his 
death, like Samson's (in the reverse of the nature of 
its issue), must surely be the means of more life, 
fiuth, zeal, and labor, in the missionary cause, than 
has yet been shown." 

Link after link is being severed which binds him 
10 
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to thU rale of tean. In die ■pring of 1841 ho loaea 
a beloved brother — ^beloved at onoe in the fleeh and 
in the Lord. A [laslor of the United Brethren, he 
*^ found grace,** writes the poet, ^to prove himself a 
good and fiuthlnl servant, through long Ubora, and 
longer suflerings, and he now has entered the joy of 
his Iinrd al the age of sixty-five years." ^There were 
yet yisible in his countenance,** he adds, after taking 
a bat look at the corpse, ** some traces of that placid 
resignation which had always marked it in life — ^the 
Kngering twilight which followed the shining of that 
Sun of righteousness amidst which the spirit had 
passed into a better worlJ.** 

It was a longing of a poet in another i 



" Thou tbst bsst g^yea so much to roe, 
Give one thing mora — a gratefVil heart P* 

And again, thus: 

** WhersRm 1 017, and 017 sgain; 
And in no quiet oanst thou be, 
Till I a thankAil hoart obtain 
Of thee: 

Not thankAil, when it ploaaeth m«; 
As if thy blessings had spare days: 
But Buoh a heart, whose pulse may be 
Thy praise I" 

In the brother he has lost, nothing afiects our poet 
80 tenderly as his ** childlike, humble, fervent expres- 
sions of thankfulness.** And no grace does the sur- 
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viTor contintie himself to cnldyate so aniiouBly. 
^ Among the ^ thousand thousand precious gifts,' " 
we find him writing to a friend, " which, during that 
long period of changes and trials, of mercies and 
chastenings, you have received of God's free hounty, 
in providence and in grace, I am sure you feel that 
^not the leasf is that one which Addison so emphati- 
cally records in his admirable hymn,. 

" * A grateful heart to taste those gifts of J07.* 

Ah! indeed, without that, all the temporal and 
spiritual benefits with which the good Lord daily 
loadeth ffis people would be bestowed by Him in 
vain, or would be remembered only in judgment 
against them. In that tremendous summing-up of 
the sins of the heathen world — in which the world 
called Christian is hardly less criminal — contained in 
the first chapter of St. Paul's Epistle to the Romans, 
there is a very remarkable clause, ver. 21 : ^ Because, 
when they knew God, they glorified Him not as G«d, 
neither were thatiJsfuV " 
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***T1t bvt to toneh a luup witb rlT«ii strisga, 
TolUtfeiiiiglays; 
And jet to Thee, my Qod, my spirit biinsi 
Its song of praise. 

Teach me aright to bless Thee for a loTe 
Which knows no change; 

A care which, CTeiy hour, 1, wondering^ pi«T6 
Bo great, so strangeP 



Visit to Scotland— Welcome— ** The Christian poet**— ** Name of Je- 
■iM**—yi0lt to birth-place— The cottage— Failing strength— ** Snows 
of age**— 8iuiBetr-*'A aoUtary nnlt**- "^LoneUer than loMUiua^— 
*'Aheentf^m the body"*- The two horizona— P^ralysla— Elghtietli 
biith-day— Paat and (htnre— Three travellers at ** the Mount"*- Last 
•vailing— ** Shock of com AUlj lipe"— Gathered to tlie gamer. 

In the autumn of 1841, *' for the first time after a 
lapse of three-score years," Monl^meiy ^ appears on 
his native soil,*' at a missionaiy meeting in Glasgow, 
and is hailed with a singular enthusiasm. "Lofty 
powers of genius," says the now deceased Dr. Ward- 
law, in introducing him, " unconsecrated to the praise 
of that God hy whom they were hestowed, have al- 
ways appeared to me like lamps of pure oil gleaming 
in the midst of sepulchral darkness and corruption ; 
but we rejoice to know that these powers have been 
devoted by our friend to the service of God and to 
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the promotion of all that is connected with the pres- 
ent and everlasting happioess of mankind. We re* 
joice, therefore, in haying him among us ; and we re- 
joice because we regard him as a Christian poet, and 
one belonging to our own land. When first I had 
the happiness of becoming acquainted with him per- 
sonally, I found him, I may be allowed to say, in the 
most unpoetical place it was possible for a poet to oc- 
cupy — in the very centre of the dark, dusky, smoky 
town of Sheffield ; and it seemed to me as if he had 
chosen that particular place to illustrate the words, 
' JE fanvo dare lucem P He has now changed his 
residence — ^he is now on ' The Mount,' the very place 
where a poet ought to be. 

"But he is now among us," the speaker adds, 
^ in another capacity. He is the son ci missionary 
parents, and that is no small honor— of missionary 
parents, too, who, after having submitted so terrible 
calamities, sleep, as the poet has told us, where the 
son 

" ' Shines without a shadow on their grayea' 

I cannot help being struck with that line, not only 
bam the &ct which it states, that his parents sleep 
under a vertical sun, but because associated with 
that &ct is the pleasing thought that all is light over 
that hallowed spot, far away, 

" ' Where rest the ashes of the sainted dead.' " 

Montgomery is deeply affected by the cordiality 
of his welcome to Scotland. " I feel it," says he, 
10* 
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''to \m a high nd hmnbling pririlege to be per> 
mitted to meet 700, and to make my public a]>pefli^ 
anoe as your oonntrymaD, in a place where, in one of 
the fint sentences of our openiog prayer, the name 
of Jesus was mentioned. That is the name in which 
we meet; that is the name which is peculiarly 
pleached as ^ Jesus Christ, and Him crucified' — ^as 
the only hope, the only ground of the hope, of salva- 
tion lor perishing sinners.'^ 

A day or two afterwards he visits Irvine, where 
the corporation awaits his arrival and makes him a 
bargees of the ancient and royal buxgh. ^ I cannot 
say more," he himself writes, describing the scenes 
''than that the heart of all Irvine seemed to be 
moved on the occasion ; and every soul in it, old and 
young, rich and poor, to ^ hail' roe to my birth-place. 
My heart was moved almost beyond feeling by the 
overpowering kindness which oppressed it, and by 
the overflowing gratitude which could scarcely find 
vent in words or in tears." One incident affects him 
more than all the reetr-«his visit to the humble cot- 
tage where first he drew breadi, his father's chapel, 
now converted into a workshop, and strangers sitting 
beside the hearth which once was his mother's ; but 
the birth-place is not forgetten there — ^fixed In the 
wall is a small tablet, intimatmg that in that lowly 
cottage was bom ^ James Montgomery, the poet" 

Not long alter this Northern tour, a feebleness 
of health returns, and with it, at intervals, such an 
arrestment on his whole mental eneigies as makes 
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bim feel ^ as if in the course of an inevoeMb 
dine.'' It in in alltisioQ to this, that at a meeting in 
Sheffield at iBe close of 1842, he quotes from his 
^ Pelican Island" the affecting couplelH* 

'*No snow iU]0 lig;bter than the soow of age; 
And none lies heavier, fbr it never melts," 

And some time later, using another figure, and refer- 
ring to another symptom, he writes : — ^" TTie feehle 
and diseased state of my hands seams to paralyse all 
my Acuities ; and the difficulty and pain of writing 
makes the process so languid, that such thoughts and 
feelings as I have, in the effort of composition, effer- 
resce and exhale before I embody them in fit words. 
There is as much music in the fiddle as ever ; but the 
hand has lost power over the bow, and cannot call 
the spirit out" 

The poet's remaining years are like the calm set^ 
ting of a summer's sun, 

'* Sinking down la its tnnqnIStty.** 

Another of " four Mends," whom once he apostroh 
phised so touchingly in one of his sweetest sonnets, 
is removed; and Montgomery is ^lefb a solitary 
unit." " Four and twenty years ago," b« writes, 
alluding to the new bereavement, ^towards the 
close of the ^ Pelican Ishind,' I said — 

** * The world grows (^fffker, lonelier, and more silent, 
As I go down into ^l^e vale of yean.' 
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You will ondentaad this better four and twenty 
yean hence, and also find out that there is some- 
thing to a living man darker than darkness, more 
lonely than loneliness, more silent than silence. 
What is that t The space in our eye, our ear, and 
our mind, which the presence of a friend once fiUed, 
and which imagination itself cannot now fill. Infi- 
nite space, invisible, inaudible, dimenaionless, is not 
more inapprehensible than that remembered range 
in which to us he lived, moved, and had a being. 
' Absent from the body* is a &r different separation 
from that which the earth^s dianieter interposes be- 
tween two breathing, conscious beings, each present 
with himself and contemporary with the other, but 
as utterly beyond personal conununication as the 
living with the dead, or as the dwellers in the dust^ 
each resting in his bed, side by side." 

And as his earthly horizon is thus yearly con- 
tracting, and the horizon of his eternity is expand- 
ing its brightening circle, a ^ tremblingly-alive agi- 
tation," incident now to all public appearances, with- 
draws him into the comparative privacy befitting his 
advanced years. Young, in his ^ Night Thoughts," 
describes the soul at sudi a time, as 

" Walking thonghtfol on the Bilent^ solemn shore 
Of that vast ocean she must sail so soon." 

In 1849, Montgomery has a slight threatening of 
paralysis, which . leaves upon his mien a yet graver 
and more heavenly solemnity. He recovers; but 
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*' how faded I how injBnn P is the inyoluntary ob- 
Bervation of his townsmen as he once more appears 
out of doors. And, a year or two later, he writes : — 
^' An eightieth birth^^day can occur once only, once 
in a life, though this were prolonged to the age of 
Methuselah ; and, having now reached the last mile- 
stone distinctly marked on the pilgrimage (Ps. xc. 10) 
from the cradle to the grave, beyond which there is 
no track except over stumbling-stones and among 
pitfalls, to the end of all things on earth, I am neces- 
sarily looking ony^ard and backward, around and 
within me, to ascertain where I am, what I am, and 
whither I am going. Of the past, I may say, * Good- 
ness and mercy have followed me all the days of >my 
life f and of the future, my hearths desire and prayer 
is, thil I may, in my last hour, have the blessed hope 
in me to realise the fulfilment of the remaining clause 
of the text (Ps. xxxiii. 6), ' I wUl dwell in the house 
of the Lord for ever.' " 

One afternoon, in the summer of 1863, three travel- 
lers from America call at ^ The Mount'' ^ Scarcely 
had I entered," writes one of them, ** when the venersk 
ble bard stepped from his library into the hall, and re- 
ceived us witb a greeting which went to my heart" 
" You were known in our country," remarla one of 
the strangers, after they are seated in the parlor, 
** and loved before we were bom." " Few men," says 
another of them, " have lived, as you have, to hear 
the verdict of posterity.^' "Yes," replies the poet, 
**! have survived nearly all my contemporaries." 
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And ''tills led,** wyn the viutor, ^to a leligioiis ooq- 
vemtion, in which he spoke of that peaoeftd but 
trembling hope he had, that he should soon enter 
upon the promised rest ; jiis ll)» quivered, his voioe 
broke, and big tears dropped from his eyes, as be 
spoke of bis unworthiness to be aooepted, but of bis 
trust in the Saviour, whose graoe is sufSdent for the 
chief of shmers. We rose to take leave, and, as we 
shook hands in siknoe, Edwards repeated one of the 
poet*8 own stanns from ' The Grave* — 

** * Tbero is a calm fiv those that weep^ 
A rest for weuy pilgrims found.' 

And he had strength to saj, 'I hope we shall meet 
in heaven ;* and, flowing us to the door, bade us an 
affectionate frueweU.** 

The weary, but not unjoyous, pilgrim is now to 
•'find** his "rest** 

A fortnight previous, he is proposing to revisit 
once more the loved scene of his boyhood at Fulnec. 
" I should have indeed been happy,** be writes to his 
niece, explaining an unexpected hindrance, "to make 
an Easter campaign, and especially to spend another 
Maundy-Thursday, which ih&a was ^ may frankly 
own it) to me the bi4>pi6st day in the year ; the even- 
ing reading in the chapel, of our Saviour's agony and 
bloody sweat in the garden of Gethsemane, was al- 
most always a season of holy bumbling, and afifecting 
sympathy of my soul with his, who then was wont to 
make His presence felt** 
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Into that presence he is now speedily welcomed, to 
ivalk no longer by faith, but by sight. One evening 
— ^it is Saturday, April 29, 1854 — ^he hands to Miss 
Gales the Family Bible, saying, ^ Sarah, you must 
read T And, after himself leading the family devo- 
tions with an unusual tremulousness of voice, but 
with a heavenly pathos, he retires to rest at his usual 
hour. In the morning he is worse ; but in a few 
Lours he revives, so that it seems as if he once 
more may rally. At half-past three, however, as he 
lies quietly asleep, his attendant observes in his 
countenance a sudden and startling change. The 
day is there ; but the man himself is away. like 
^ a shock of com fidly ripe,'' he is already gathered 
into the heavenly gamer. 

"O death! what art thou? Btrange and solemn Alchymist^ 
Elaborating life's elixirB from these dajej crucibles I , 
O death ! what art thou? antitype of Natnie's marvels, 
The seed and dormant chrysalis boisting into energy and 

glory I 
Pass along, pilgrim of life! go to thy grave nnfearing; 
The tenon are but shadows now, that hannt the vale of 

Deaa'' 
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€iz Pan of iuBiit^ss: 

FSEDEBICE FEBTHES. 



** Placed for his trial on this bustling stag^ 
From thoughtless youth to niminating age," 

" Some men make gain a fountain, whence proceeds 
A stream of liberal and heroic deeds." 
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" Nol dothftil io baamesi ; feireat in spirit ; serving the Lord J 
—Am. xil 11. 
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** Pensioner of God, be grateftil , the gift of life is good: 
The life of heart, and life of soul, mingled with life for the body." 

'^Ik the sight of men,'* remarked, on one occasion, 
the Christian athlete, whose struggles and triumphs 
of faith we are now to trace, ^ what are we in history 
but as one faded leaf in autumn ? It is only in 
God's sight that the individual counts." If we be 
walking in God's light, and be judging after his 
judgment, the individual will count in our sight 
also. Let us see how God dealt with this man. 
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CHAPTER I. 



**Cliutoxn ifl most perfect, when It beginneth In yonsg yeazs: this 
we oaU education, wUch Is, in effect, but an early custom."— IiOBD 
Baooh. 



Hamburgh— "The king of bookselleTS"— His cradle— An orphan— Boy- 
ish tastes— School— Leipzig— ** Too shy"— The apprentice— New 
home— Discipline— Frost-bitten— The attlc-chamber^Frederika— 
—Apprenticeship to life. 



In the busy town of Hamburgh, some sixty years 
since, there might be^seen, in a book-shop in one 
^ of the busiest of its streets, a slender, but firmly-knit 
German, whose genial heart draws around him the 
sympathies, as his energetic decision in business se- 
cures the i*espect, of the most worthy of its citizens. 
"Little Perthes," they will say, " has the most manly 
spirit of us all." " He is the king of booksellers," re- 
«M|narks one day the historian Niebuhr. And another 
writes : " Perthes is a man to whom I feel marvel- 
lously attracted : I could not withdraw my eyes from 
bim — the charm of his outward appearance I could 
not but regard as the true expression of his inner na- 
ture." 

This soul — so firm, yet so delicately strung — ^has 
b^n reared amidst rude storms. 
1* 
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Born at Rodolfttodt, April 21, 1773, Frkduiok 
PxRTHCs finds himaelf, at the eariy age of seven, a 
soUtaiy orphsD. A maternal ancle— kind, bat poor 
—welcomes the boy to his humble home. Till the 
age of fourteen, his chief mental food is such books 
as ''Don Quixote,^ and some quarto Tolomes of 
Travels, which captivate his boyish fancy, bat nearly 
unnerve his native energy of intellect Two yean 
spent at the close of that period at school leave him 
in posaeauon of little more than the store of misoella- 
neous ideas and fancies gathered at his own hand in 
his passionate sest for reading. 

In his fourteenth year, resolved that, come what 
may, he and his beloved books must be companions 
through life, he sets out for Leipsig book-fair in 
search of a master. The tall, gaunt figure of the 
bookseller, to whom the printer of his native town, 
who has him in chai|;e, conducts him, so alarms the 
boy, that, not bebg able to utter a word, he is pro- 
nounced to be ** too shy for the book-trade." After 
some tossings to and fro» he is at last engaged by 
another ; but ^ he must go home for a year — he is 
too delicate yet for work." ^ 

On September, 11, 1787, he arrives again in Leip- 
aig-~to begin life's earnest struggle. The youthful 
apprentice though welcomed kindly enough in his 
new home— especially by Frederika, one of his mas- 
ter's daughters, a giri of twelve, who has the art of 
*< driving away his fancies and whims" — ^finds the 
discipline and labor not a little trying. Beginning 
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work in die momiogAt seven, he is on his feet till 
eight at night, with an intenral of half an hour at 
mid-day for dinner ; and, daring his first winter, he 
has to stand so long on the cold stone-flags, collect- 
ing orders, that his feet are frost-bitten ; and for nine 
weeks he lies in his bed in his little attic-chamber. 
This is stem training; but, like the stormy blast 
which fixes the rising oak more firmly in the soil, it 
inures bis spirit for the sharper struggles which are 
yet before him. 

Hie yean of apprenticeship, however, are not an 
unmixed miseiy. His vivacious and kindly temper- 
ament turns them into ^ happy years of earnest striv- 
ing." They expire in 1798 ; and he betakes himself 
to a wider and more congenial sphere in Hamburgh 
— his apprenticeship to the book-trade finished, but 
not his apprenticeship to life. 
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•'Onalilb thosqMBt 
Lead to the bltas she promisM the wImi 
DetMh the soul from eerth, and ipeed her to theakieBr* 



laaer lUb— Moral nwrtjTdom— ** A pbUoeopher**~Haiim peiftetllia- 
ttj— **My dimity**— The dark shadow— The stmgglo— LongUiga— 
•• A fHend**— The seven Swablans— Ooethe— SchIllei^**BnthusiaBm 
Ib me**— 8iuiday-trlp»—**A]ieeeadt7"— Three friend»— **Yerge of 




In these early years, Perthes knows but little of 
the struggles of the inner life. Shrinking sensitively 
from all impurity and coarseness, he has found him- 
self, among his fellow-apprentices of Leipzig, a sort 
of martyr ; for " men here," he wrote, " must live 
like others, or make up their minds to be persecu- 
ted." But his spiritual cravings have not yet iiib- 
tenseness enough to rise above the earth. The order 
of the day in Germany for all young men is ^ philo- 
sophy." Perthes must be in his turn a '* philoso- 
pher ;" and deeply does he study the &vorite books 
of the day, till at last, in his nineteenth year, after 
poring for months during his hours of leisure over 
a translation of Cicero *' De Officiis," he believes he 
has found true satis&ction." 
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His ideas, it may be supposed, as to his real rela- 
tion to God, are of a kind the most crude and ro- 
mantic. Regarding life as " a vast institution of the 
Creator for leading individuals, aad the whole human 
race, to an ever-increasing perfection" — ^he does not 
believe in evil, since every occurrence is only fitted 
to improve us. And he writes : — " I frequently be- 
lieve that I can say with deep conviction, and with 
honesty, that, in the struggle after perfection, I have 
made some progress. Often have I had bright hours, 
when, conscious of my dignity as a human being, and 
meditating on the perfection of God and of His works, 
I enjoyed a foretaste of my destiny." But, not sel- 
dom, a dark shadow disturbs this pleasant dream. 
" My principles," he writes to his uncle, " are so in- 
terwoven with my whole being, that I have no power 
to think of myself as without them ; but, as to al- 
lowing them to actuate my life, that is quite another 
matter. I should be a hypocrite, if I were to tell 
you that they had been the never-failing guide of my 
conduct. Now passion triumphs ; now habit ; again 
a constitutional levity, which is quite at variance with 
the results of my reflection; and then I find that 
perfection cannot be reached by a bound, but must 
be slowly and painfully worked out." 

Mounting the hill Difficulty without having first 
got rid of his burden, no wonder he finds the task 
a painful one. '^ I must, indeed, struggle hard," he 
writes, ^' if I am to expel from my heart all that dis- 
turbfi my peace; for, alas I when I feel tranquil, 
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it 18 bat the sleep of eyil indinations, which are 
gathering strength for a more violent ontbuist 
Ah I my want of firmness^ and my hot blood, often 
destroy in one hour what it has been the labor of 
weeks to build np ; and then I am the victim of a 
remorse, which is not soon succeeded by the unre- 
proaching self-possession of a heart at peace with 
itself." And he adds: — "How often have I, with 
tears, deplored my perverseness, when, after some 
steadfiist resolution to ding to the good, I have fedlen, 
because too weak to overcome some pasmon I" 

But this disquiet is not a heart-pieroing thing. 
** Ton see, dear unde," he will write, as if sporting 
with these convictions, "that I have made a good 
beginning ; for the being dissatisfied with myself is 
a sure proof of this." And the methods he takes 
of calming his disquietude indicate the same &ct. 
There is a void, and it caused him discomfort ; but 
he is content to fill it with the creature. " The most 
earnest wiah of my heart," we find him writing, " is 
to have a friend to whom I might freely unbosom 
myself who would strengthen me when I am weak, 
and encourage me when I begin to despair: but^ 
alas 1 1 find no such friend, and yet I feel an irresist- 
ible necessity to unburden my heart ; and so over- 
powering is this longing, that I could press every 
man to my breast, and say, ' Thou, too, art God's 
image.' " There is a heart into which all his long- 
ings, and aspirations, and sorrows may be poured — 
the heart of Him who, when here on earth, never cut 
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short one tale of woe, or blighted with a cold frown 
one rising hope ; but that heart Perthes does not yet 
know, nor is he earnest enough as jet to seek it 

To various lower fellowships his frank open nature 
successively clings. One is the sprightly, joyous girl, 
who so often has cheered him in his lonely hours. 
'^ She is still most kind to me," he* writes ; ^ she 
knows how, by a few words, to comfort me when I 
am troubled and depressed." Another is, the inti« 
macy formed at this period with seven young Swa- 
biaus — ^young men of great mental activity and high 
moral character, in whose society he now spends all 
his leisure hours, giving him his first enjoyment of 
youth's springy activities. " Never," says he, ** have 
I had such pleasant, heart-quickening hours, as now 
in the society of my beloved new friends. The mo- 
ment I enter, I read my welcome in their eyes." 
And another attraction which these Swabians have 
for him, is the introduction they give him to the 
friendship of such men as Goethe, Herder, and 
Schiller. 

To Frederick's intellect these latter fellowships are 
like the morning sun rising on the closed petals of 
the flowers. " When I saw other young men of my 
own age," he writes, " setting about everything with 
a sort of sprightliness which I never could command 
— I was grieved at heart, because I was convinced 
that nothing great or noble could be accomplished 
without ardor or vivacity. But now I feel that there 
is enthusiasm in me." And, as he is leaving Leip- 
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lig, he adds : — *^ I am astonished at the transforma- 
tion I have midergone. I have had seasons of trial, 
bat they have brought forth much good. My mind 
has here began to deveiope itself and to apprehend 
the greatness of humanity.** 

But there is nothing in all this to subdue the 
guilty sinner. *' How highly," we find him writing, 
with a kind of pagan searedness of conscience, *^ is 
man still favored by the gods! how love exudes 
from me at every pore!" And again: — ^^I have 
jost returned from a solitary walk, which has done 
me much good ; I was penetrated by the ^ory of 
Nature; certainly I never was better in soul than 
now. Dearest brother, be it what it may that now 
mspires me — Qod, Nature, Heart — do not grudge it 
me, but rather rejoice with me." 

And the joys he seeks are of the earthly kind, in 
which only such a heart can rest Wor^ng at his 
business the half of each alternate Sunday, the re- 
mainder is devoted to the most trivial and unholy 
engagements. ^ Thirty of us," he writes, describing 
one of his Sunday pleasure-tripe, ^ ladies and gentle- 
men — some old, some young — ^floated yesterday down 
the Elbe, lo the sound of kettle-drums and trumpets, 
and enjoyed ourselves \o the fulL" And, on holi- 
days, the theatre, concerts, and masquerades, present 
to him the most pleasurable attractions. 

A gracious Lord, however, does not suffer him to 
go wholly to sleep. ^ I have tasted," he writes, ffro 
years after he had settled in Hambuigh, " the in- 
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toxicatlng pleasures of a wortd, in whicli all is colli- 
non and opposition : I have had my experiences ; 
but I am not the better for them, and not to become 
better is to become worse." 

Once and again, he repeats the endeavor to find a 
resting-place in intellectual joys. "My heart," he 
says, " yearns for the society of cultivated men. Such 
society is a necessity for me ; and I must compass it, 
unless I am to sink entirely." And Hamburgh af- 
fords not a little of such society ; his rising energy 
in the publishing trade gradually o|nning it up to 
him. ** I am now," he writes, for example, " enjoy- 
ing to the uttermost all that a quick and ardent sen- 
sibility can enjoy. I have found three fidends, fiill 
of talent and heart, of pure and upright minds, and 
distinguished by great and varied culture. When 
they saw my striving after the good, and my love for 
the beautiful — when they perceived how I sought 
and endeavored — they gave me their friendship ; and 
oh, how happy I now am ! I am like a fish thrown 
from the dry land into the water." And, at these 
moments, he will write in self-complacency, thus : — 
^ It does one so much good when one can come be- 
fore God and say, ' Thou, O God, knowest that I am 
good.'" 

Bttt, at other moments, the illusion vanishes. " I 
am still too often," he will write, " the slave of passion 
and of habit And again : ^ Every frail old man, 
whole appearance indicates inward tranquillity, is an 
object of envy to me ; a thousand times a day I wish 
2 
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myself io his place, thougli inyolviDg the extinction 
of all the pleasures of youth. I would fiun poesess 
that cold-blooded calm — that dullness of nerve, if I 
could thereby be set free from this struggle betwixt 
passion and duty, which drives me to the veige of 
destruction.'* 
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CHAPTER III. 

"Let tbj tossed mind anchor npon Hul" 

The dawn— Sin and consdenca— The mirage— ** Trainer-in-ehier"— 
Play ofneryea— TheyirtaoDs Ideal— ** Internal anxiety*^— *' A poor 
sinner"— The SIn-Forglver— The God-man—" Centre of my being" 
— German anbtletlea— God reduced to man^s level, not God become 
man— Goethean paganiam— The victory— "Seligioos certainty." 

A NEW light now begins to dawn. ^ It was through , 
the consciousness of sin, in the forms of sensualify 
and pride," he wrote, many years afterwards, referri^ 
to this turning-point of his inner life, ^ that I came to 
recognize my need of redemption, and the truth of 
God's revelation in Christ. Whoever disdains this 
way,'' he added, '^ will, if he be intellectual, wander 
through speculation and m3rstic symbolism to panthe* 
ism ; or, if he be superficial, will take the convenient 
way of progress to perfection, Jesus of Nassareth be- 
ing the trainer-in-chief." 

One day, a friend who has already been taught the 
more excellent way, whispers to him — ^** Perthes I 
your present love of good is a mere play of nerves, 
which assumes the appearance of a nobler passion, 
but is merely the result of a sensitive and susceptible 
temperament." ^ Ah ! you are right," replies Fred- 
erick; ''you have exactly hit my case: for, even 
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wlien all else is lolled to deep, the spirit of evil, I 
find, it ever wakefuL" 

The root of the evil is daily growing mora appa- 
rent ^'It IS 80 difficult," he writes, '^to oontmue 
good, and so much more difficult to become better, 
that it has often oocoired to me to doubt whether we 
were bom good." And to another : ''So long as I 
belieTed that our improvement was dependent merely 
on the rectifioadon of our undeistanding, and Uiat 
men must necessarily become better and happier as 
they became more enlightened, the future perfectioa 
of our race upon earth appeared probable to me ; but 
now that daily experience shows me the fallibility of 
the wisest of men— shows me men whose theories of 
life are unimpeachable, given up to the practice of 
▼ice — ^I have lost all fiuth in the realization of this 
virtuous ideal. J£ our evil deeds flowed from wrong 
principles, our enors might then be traced back to 
misconceptions, and we might improve as these wero 
rectified. * But can a more enlightened understanding 
strengthen the feeble will, resti»re the unsound heart, 
cr change the unnatural and artificial into naturo and 
simplicity f Nay, assuredly ; goodness is no neees- 
SBiy result of enlightenment of mind — ^this may, in- 
deed, eradicate follies, but not a single vice." 

Another friend, whom he meets at this period, 
speaks to him of '^ sin as itself the cause of our de- 
parture from God." Sin, therefore, must be pardoned 
before there can be any confiding fellcwahip with 
Wm, ''Salvation^" says his friend to him, ''is to be 
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found, not in feelings listening to the voice of God 
within, but in the historical fact of the Hedemption, 
and in its converting power on the heart of man." 

But still he "timidly draws back" from the Cross. 
Indeed the Cross, even as a doctrine, is as yet but 
dimly comprehended. "My internal anxiety," he 
writes, " calls for some one who in my stead may 
give satisfaction ; and undefined feelings come across 
me, which seek after a God who, as man, has felt the 
agonies of man. I have leaned," he adds, " on many 
a staff which has given way, and have seen many a 
star fall from heaven." 

A better "staff" now is in store for him. "I am 
a poor »«««•," we find him writing one day, " in 
myself helpless and ccwnfortless." And, on another 
occasion : " Again and again, the all-important quesh 
tion recurs — Can God forgive sin ? and will He ? He 
who does not understand the full force of this ques- 
tion does not know himself." Perthes sees his sith 
and he begins to see the Sir^For giver. 

Still there is not peace, " The time,'' says he to a 
friend one day, " when these &cts are to become vital 
to me, and the measure of their vitality, depends on 
the grace of God." But his soul is now too earnest 
to suffer this conviction to lull him into a stupid re- 
pose. "I want," he says, on another occasion, giving 
utterance to bis heart's intense longing, " I want to 
grasp the uncreated Son of the Father as in reality 
my Gk)d. I want this God-man to become the very 
centre of my being." 

2* 
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lo German J at that time, as in England at this 
day, Christianity is paraded by certain thinkers in a 
oertain subtle philosophic goise, which, to a mind 
like Perthes', has not a little attraction. Talking 
glibly of the "^ mysteries of godliness," they affect 
&miliarity with a literally peracmal God, and complar 
cently boast of their growing assimilation to His 
earthly life of self-eaorifioe. But the Christ they 
worship is not God become man, bat €rod reduced 
to man's level ; and the God they worship is, not 
the just and holy Lawgiver, magnifying his law in 
the Cross, but an indulgent and feeble &ther, who, 
foigetting the claims of law, has retired from the 
seat of justice, and has begun to ** clear the guilty." 
Perthes, howeyer, must have sin — ^ms sin— ^br^vm ; 
else no peace, no rest ^ For my part," he says, ^ I en- 
tertain a sort of honor for the mode in which &e great 
mystery of godliness is treated in these circles ; they 
insist on being so very comfortable, so much at home 
with their religion." 

And of one of them, Jean Paul, he writes : — " He 
longs indeed for truth, and for a settled &ith ; and 
yet he cannot abstain from representing the Godr 
man as a mere creature of human imagination." 
And, on another occasion, resolving into a mere 
paganism this deceitful perversion of the only real 
Gospel, he says : — '^ In Winkelmann's Letters I find 
the Goethean Paganism more beautifully and forcibly 
developed than anywhere else, as the opposite pole 
of Christianify, The one is all nature ; and every 
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creatnre, as if 8elf-<9'eate(l, is to stand only on its own 
feet — man is to enjoy all things, and to resist or en- 
dure all unavoidable evil, with a strength whose 
origin is in himself; the other is a free-gifb investi- 
ture — all given by grace and received by love. Hea- 
thenism and Christianity exhaust everything; and 
that which lies between, call it by what name you 
please, is a mere inconsistent fragment — mere patch- 
work and vanity — ^resulting either in despondency or 
in pride." 

The victory comes at last. " How," we find him 
writing to a friend, in the spring of 1806, "can I 
ever sufficiently thank you, who have been the 
means of giving a fixed direction to my longings ? 
It is through you that I have attained to the reli- 
^ous certainty which I now enjoy, and shall enjoy 
throughout eternity." And, years afterward, he 
thus describes the way by which he reached it : — 
** My trouble on account of selfishness and impurity 
drove me to seek reconciliation with the God before 
whom I trembled. Christianity was not forced upon 
me, but I upon Christianity; I was thrown by an 
inward necessity into the arms of the Saviour." 
And he adds : — ^" For him who in the anguish of 
his heart, cries out, ' I am a miserable sinner,' and 
stretches out his arms to the Saviour — for him, I. 
say, * Christ died.* How closely then is feith in the 
Redeemer allied with a realization of one's own sin- 
fulness r He has reached the landing-place, s&id is 
safe. 
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*Xielibi«At2< It hardened with a btddlng, asd eyexy minute bith ita 



Born to torn the wheel— X4ft^ botUe— New aim— Book-tnd»-Oiro> 
line— ** Not drift awaj ftom the world**— ** Guiding angeP— Ufe- 
befoUm— War— Uome broken up— Patriot heart— "Oreati beoaose 
In evU ttmea**— ** 1 can praj now." 

Pkbtrkb is not a mystic, gauging ftames and feel- 
ings. ** I am moie than eyer pereaadedy" he writeB, 
** that my destiny is an active, mascoiine career — 
that lam a man bom to turn my own wheel, and that 
of others, with energy.** And right manfully he tarns 
it on many a trying scene. ^ How can I ever thank 
your he writes to the friend already indicated; 
** you it is who have strengthened my young heart, 
and have opened up for me a new moral career." 
Up to this time he has mistaken a planet (as he ex- 
presses it) for the polar star — ^the aurora borealis for 
the dawn of the coming day. The battle of life now 
is to be fought with other weapons ; and he fights it 
not in vain. 

When he first entered on the book-trade it was as 
the means of a mere livelihood, and ultimately of ao- 
qoiring an independence. But now he is possessed 
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with a conviction so intense of its bearing on the 
people's entire intellectual life, that the mere question 
of gmn has henceforth scarcely any weight with him. 
" I know,'* says he, one day, " that the book-trade 
can be managed mechanically, and as a way merely 
of making money — -just as I see, among priests, and 
professors, and generals, some who, in giving their 
services, think only of their daily bread. But a shud- 
der comes over me, when I find booksellers make 
common cause with a crew of scribbers who hire out 
their wits for stabling and provender. Germany is 
deluged with wretched publications, and will be de- 
livered from this plague only when the booksellers 
shall care more "for honor than for gold." 

And his zeal does not evaporate in vain regrets or 
reproaches. ** Dear Campe," we find him writing to 
a brother in trade, ^ in order to bring about all that 
is possible and desirable, let us first see that we our- 
selves are, what we ought to be ; let us also increase 
our knowledge, and strive as much as possible to win 
for our opinions friends and advocates among the 
young people of our own standing. There are now 
five of us ; and what may not five accomplish, if 
only they are in earnest ? Let each strive to diffuse 
a high tone over his peculiar circle ; let each seek 
out some choice spirits; and, if we persevere, and 
God favor us, what may we not achieve ?" He pro- 
ceeds, with characteristic energy, to carry his thoughts 
into action ; and few men ever accomplished so great 
a work. 
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Tuning adde for an interval from the tomolt and 
throng of bnsinesB, he find«, in the daughter of the 
distingnifthed Clandiua^ " a help from above such as 
bis aool required*^— one in whom are ^ peace and 
•tability, devotion and truth." ^My Caroline," he 
writea» ** makes me unspeakably happy She is pious, 
fiuthfril, true-hearted, and Bubmissive; her inward 
course she shapes for herself, and pursues it with a 
steady step." And to herself on one of his bosineas- 
joumeys : — ** Can you, then, believe that my restJesa 
labors, my activity and energy, can be detrimental to 
yon! Rather let us thank God that He enables me 
to take pleasure in things which might have been to 
me a burden and a weariness. Believe me, I under- 
stand yonr present feelings thoroughly. While you 
lived in your Other's house, you maintained a con- 
stant walk with God. Tou had had but one thought, 
and but one path. But then your walk witJi God 
was the walk of a child who knew sin and the world, 
and life, not at all, or only by name. Now, however, 
simply because you are in the world, this condition 
must be disturbed. Would you live apart from 
everything t No, we are not to drift away from die 
world. God demands not the sacrifice of natural 
tiesi but the submission of our will to Bis. The sor- 
row and annoyances which may be our lot in the 
world where He has placed us, we should bear with 
inward tranquillity, rather than seek to escape from 
them." 

These are wise counsels, and they are not lost upon 
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her. ^ Caroline does not find life easy/^ lie writes at 
a later period to a friend ; ^ in spite of her calm 
temper, and her rich and lively fency, she feels it 
hard to have to do with the ever-changing and finite 
things of the world and of time. And yet, when I 
see her holding fast by her inward life in spite of the 
annoyances which the tunralt and distractions of her 
daily existence too often cause her, and also fulfilling 
the outward duties of her position in a manner so 
self-denyiDg, kind, and noble, she imparts strength to 
me, and becomes truly my guiding angel. Her lofty 
spirit, her life-heroism, her humility of bearing, her 
pure piety, constitute the happiness and blessing of 
my life.** 

The war breaks up his pleasant home. Han^ 
burgh is for months in the hands of the French; 
and, with a true patriot-heart, he forsakes all rather 
than be a slave. Most trying hardships follow ; but 
Perthes stands firm. ''May God enable me to do 
what is right without exultation,'' writes the brave 
man, as the trial is at its height : ^ I will preserve 
my integrity ; I will look upon my fatherland with a 
good conscience, and will return to our dty with an 
open countenance and head erect." 

Seldom has a family been overtaken by a calamity 
more stem. "There are seasons," he writes to his 
wife, who has fled with the children for safety to 
Gotha, "m which the whole weight of the anxieties* 
which await us in the future, and of the soirow which 
is involved in the present, presses heavily upon me. 
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Your task is, indeed, a hud one ; but mine is not 
light Have patience; be oalm and eelf-poeeeesed, 
mj belored Caroline: tnist to my sense and pra- 
doioe, and leave the ev^it to Qod. I tnist to your 
wisdom, yoor energy, your affection; and I pray 
God to give yon what yon want, and that is tranr 
qailhty ." And in another letter :— *< Thank God that 
you, my darlings, and my only earthly treasures, are 
welL Dear Caroline, what a vast wilderness the 
world becomes when man has no home I The sight 
of little children always brings tears into my eyes.^ 

But Perthes bieast» the surge nobly. "Ought 
we not feel ourselves great," he says, one day, '^ just 
because we are bom in such evil times ?" But it is 
not Roman greatness. ^ What the highest greatness 
is without love," he remarks, on another occaaon, 
^ we may see in the devil." That greatness Perthes 
covets no more; but the crisb proves him truly 
great " God will help me," he writes ; **^ I dare not 
leave what I have undertaken. It is my business to 
lift up my voice for truth and justice as opportunity 
oflfers, and to show that the will of Qod is not alto- 
gether foigotton, in spite of the sinfulness and weak- 
ness which everywhere impede its clear and perfect 
recognition. That in times such as these, when the 
struggle betwixt good and evil, truth and fiilsehood, 
is so fierce, a man cannot hope to achieve anything 
* without risking much — ^that, in order to do homage 
to truth and right, a man must be ready to give up 
heart, and life, and fortune, and estate — that^ my 
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noble wife, you know as well as I. I have ooniage, 
and energy, and moderate desires ; and I am at peace 
with God, and with myself I can pray now as I 
never prayed before, and I pray much. My much- 
loved Caroline, take courage and be cahn ; Qod will 
help you, and me also." Perthes' Christianity is not 
a hotrhouse plant — ^it can brave and can ouUive the 
storm. 
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** If I hftTtt more to Bptn, 
T1i« wheel shall ga" 



Oemuui mlDd— Emtte toDdende*— Perth«s* *'ploti|i;h"-— New era In 
pobtl«htD|r—ClMidltt*—* Tried wreatlen**— Unaellteh In hniiineiw 
— «odel qrmpefthlee— ** FmdUj BgotJsm'*— Meighborlj— Loviag and 
being loTed->BetUe of yoath pest— Heart not old— *" Troth and 
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Tbs war has ended ; and his desolated home is re- 
stored, and his business is onoe more resomed. Not 
ocmtent with half-measures, he sees that the time is 
oome for giving to the book-trade of Grennany a fresh 
impulse ; and right well does he fulfil his mission in 
the momentous era whieh, during the next twenty 
or thirty years, marks the German mind. Scarce a 
on^ peril besets the fidth, at the hands of his er- 
ratic countiymen, which Perthes does not hasten at 
onoe to meet ** I have the gift,'* we find him writ- 
ing, respecting one of his great publishing enterprises, 
** of uniting the dispersed, bringing the distant near 
together, and tuning any discord of heart and mind 
amongst ri^t-feeling men. This is the plough I 
have ploughed with, all my life." And he does not 
miss his nuffk* The undertaking obtains the cordial 
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adhorenoe of the leading mindB of the daj. A new 
era dawns on the publishing business of ContiQental 
Europe, 

''It does a wrestling man good,** says he, on one 
occasion, alluding to a picture d£ Claudius which he 
has been hanging up in his room, " to be surrounded 
constantly by tried wrestlers." Not memorials only 
of departed wrestlers, but living athletes in life's great 
struggle, does he always seek to gather round him. 
'' Bemember," is one of his maxims, " you are not 
alone in the world." And worthily does he fulfil the 
maxim in his own daily life. Not selfishly jealous of 
rival competitors, but aiming only to multiply the 
channels of blessing, he initiates into his own great 
thoughts one and another, and another, in whom his 
eagle eye discerns a capacity to rise to greatness. 
** The majority of men are common-place,*' he writes, 
'' and carry on their calling in a common-place way, 
whether it be spiritual, or worldly, mercantile or mil- 
itary." 

If all Christians were like Perthes, the name of 
Christ would be less often blasphemed in the count- 
ing-house and in the busy mart. ''We have now, 
dear brother," are his words to one of those men, 
who have owed to him so much, " worked together 
for a quarter of a century, carrying on one and the 
same concern in troublous times. Not once have we 
taken different views as to ' meum and tuum ;' not 
for one moment during all these years have we ever 
felt it possible to waver in our mutual confidence. 
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Let ti8 thAnk God that at the hour of parting that 
confidenoe is as firm and pure as it has been during 
our long-associated life." 

Thomas Chalmers often notes in his ^ Diary" a 
tendency to " hide himself from his own flesh." A 
wanner or more genial heart never throbbed within 
a human bosom ; and yet he needed to set a daily 
watch upon his spirit, lest he should be pleasing him- 
self by shutting himself up in his study^ or in the 
privacy of home, instead of going out among his fel- 
lows, or welcoming them to his social board. Perthes 
is continually watching, and sdmtdating others to 
watch, against this snare. '^Do not shut up your 
house from your friends," he writes to one of his 
married daughters — ^"it is perilous, and leads to 
fiunily-egotism, and brings its own punishment. 
Communicate frfeely with others, and show that do- 
mestic happiness does not estrange you from them. 
The earth is God's house, and we may not live only 
to ourselves. I know that you will not let any needy 
person whom you can* help go empty away; but 
neighbors and acquaintances wish to talk of their af- 
fidrs, their joys and sorrows, and those of their 
friends, and nothing is so offensive as cold reserve, sa 
though we were beings of a superior nature, able to 
live, and suffer, and rejoice alone." And to his wife, 
during her residence in Gotha: ^Only make the at- 
tempt ; let your heart speak in truth and confidence, 
and you will find that what comes from the heait 
goes to the heart ; you will be met more than half 
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way, for the necessity of loving and being loved ia 
common to ns all." 

His sun is now past its meridian ; but bis heart 
does not grow old. " The battle of youth,'* we find 
him writing, '* is over and gone, and evening is at 
hand. Time may blunt the nerves, and stiffen the 
limbs, but it has no power over love, which is the life 
of men — ^the core of their personality. Despite my 
half-century, I feel no diminution of love.** 

And this freshness of the heart gives to him an 
ever-freshening zest for truth. " Love," we find him 
writing, " is the sum-total of life ; and it is only ac- 
cording to our measure of it, that we are accessible 
to truth. Man has part in the eternal, only in so 
far as he cherishes in himself the Divine Spirit- 
love." 

Nothing is so perilous to the soul as &miliarity 
with evangelical phrases, coupled with deadness of 
heart Never in any age was this peril more menac- 
ing than in our own. One day Perthes, warning a 
young man in whom he feels a deep concern, writes : 
" The hurry, characteristic of our age, appears in the 
development of its religious life. Dangers which, 
years ago, it would have been ridiculous to think of^ 
are already at hand. Our youth, who have any spir- 
itual life, complain of Rationalism as cold and barren, 
and make use of Christian phrases, and an orthodox 
Biblical terminology, which the breath of the age — 
not the Holy Ghost — ^has blown in their way — without^ 
however, being convinced of their own sins, or long- 
8* 
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iiy for ddiTaimiioe ftom them, ot humbly aeoepdng 
juadfication bj fiuth. The spirit of the age may, in- 
deedf imbue a generation with Chriatian doctrine; 
but Christian fislth can arise only from that sense of 
need for deliverance from sin which makes a man 
stretch out his arms in humble supplication. Chris* 
tian knowledge without Christian faith is a danger- 
ous thing, both for the individual and for a people." 
^ Organ-grinders" he used to designate those re- 
tailers of Bible-terms and evangelical phrases — ^"a 
weariness to themselves and to others." And is not 
the Church groaning at this hour beneath the bur- 
den of such f Cant utterances, but no commanding^ 
power — is not that the caterpillar which is devouring 
the freshness of the trees in the Lord's garden f O 
God i arise, and renew our waste pkces. Hast not 
hath said, '^ I will restore that which the caterpillar 
thou eaten r 
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**Bach an one seemefb «a snperlor to the natlTe instabUltj of erea^ 
tores: 
Tfaftt he doeth he doeth u a Ood, and men will mairel at hie ooni^ 
age." 

** Fight to the end"— **Onl7 figure among dphers"— Neander— Strann 
— ** Balyatlon of Boulfl"— " Energy"— A model for pnblishere— Qotha 
— SeeuUfcriem— His son at college— A snare— Besser— Ck>nsolations— 
Yearnings— ^ A dark web." 

Eabhestlt does Perthes continue to ply his voca- 
tion. ** To withdraw one's self entirely from contact 
with the world," he writes to his son, urging on him 
his own healthftil religious life, ^' is impossible under 
the conditions of time and space. But, if the attempt 
to lead an exclusively inner life be hopeless, we have 
the comfort of knowing that such a life is not or- 
dained of God, but devised by man's own deluded 
will. We may, indeed, with the loftiest sentiments 
and the sublimest ideas, imagine it ; but we are de- 
ceived by Satan. Behind the lofty sentiment lurks 
sloth, which hopes for the crown without the con- 
flict; and behind the sublime idea lurks pride, 
which, in its independence of the world, would fain 
assume Divinity. We can do nothing but fight 
to the end. If we have conquered the grosser and 
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nider forms of temptadon, we ha^e bonrij to gnaid 
agaioBt more subtle and gentle attacks. This world 
is not made for rest after victoiy : fight on, love, and 
trust God's grace?* 

Bacon remarks somewhere, that *^ he who plots to 
be the only figure among ciphers, is the decay of a 
whole age." It is not among ciphers that Frederick 
Perthes takes so marked a place. The leading 
minds of the age owe to him a directing energy. *^ I 
think,** we find him writing, for example, regarding 
the method adopted by some Qermans to confront 
the infidel Strauss, " our divines might have shown a 
greater respect for themselves than they have done 
in encountering Strauss. They have simply taken up 
their position in the arena of scientific theology, which 
is common to him and them — whereas they, whose 
vocation it is to defend the truths insulted, might 
well have manifested indignation against the man 
who con amore and audaciously routs about among 
the events and truths on which the whole Christian 
world believes its eternal salvation to depend." And, 
writing to the great Neander, he says : — " I do not 
think that much would be gained by discovering 
scientifically the weak points of Strauss, Yatke, and 
the like. When it is merely science against science, 
I tremble for theology. The matter on hand is, not 
the solution of a scientific problem, but the salvation 
of souls. Whoever would make the saving truths 
of revelation his own, or would lead others to them, 
must start from £M3ts coming within his own imme- 
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diate knowledge; The depravity of all mankiDd; 
nn; our double nature (after conyersion); wrest- 
ling, weakness, and death in every individual ; and 
the ardent longing of the whole man for deliverance 
firom such evils; — these are facts, and they form 
a basis for faith in the salvation revealed by Scrip- 
ture^ To every one in whose soul God has estab- 
lished such a basis of faith, the life of Jesus and of 
the apostles becomes the keystone of the world's his- 
tory, even scientifically regarded; and it was this 
evolution of sacred history from facts within our im- 
mediate ken which I meant, when expressing my joy 
that, in addition to your critical history, you contem- 
plated also a positive treatment of primitive Chris- 
tianity." 

Perthes is not the man to suffer this flood of de- 
structive error to go forth over the land unchecked. 
^ A miscellaneous rabble," he writes, *' are now rifling 
Strauss' works, with a view to their popular interpre- 
tation and universal diffusion. A sharp eye should 
be kept on them, as they evidently have high intel- 
lect at command. Whoever, like me, has seen par- 
ties rise and M during half a century, is not startled 
at the up-bladng of a meteor. Straussism, however, 
may become a power for ten years ; just because in 
ten years the devil can destroy many souls, it is not 
to be overlooked." These words reveal the secret 
of his many trade-undertakings ; — ^he is not a mere 
panderer to the taste even of the really religious, 
hoping thereby to make money; — ^he lives for a 
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noUer end— Jus mknon Is to ciioiikte trallk, and, 
worthily does he fulfil it 

**We are now beprinning a common enterprise^'* 
he writes to a professor at Heidelbeig in 1825, on 
commencing a religions period ical^ ** hj which we 
desire to forward the cause of truth and Qod's g^ory. 
I saj a common enterprise, because I will employ in 
it my time, my energies, and my substance in order to 
procure for worthy men an opportunity of influencing 
the age. I do not expect any return, the difficulties 
with which such a periodical would have to contend 
being very great** 

It is Perthes who at this period induces Neander 
to commence his immortal " History of the Ohri»- 
tian Church.'* "Tour challenge,** writes Neander 
to him, " will not hare been in \-ajai** And, after 
receiving a visit from him at Gotha, at which it is 
decided that he shall undertake the great work, 
Perthes writes: — ^'^God give Neander health and 
strength to finish it ! Perhaps there is no one who, 
at this present time, can do so much as he for CSiris- 
tianity.** If Perthes had never done any other service 
than this, he had not lived in vain. 

The poet Cowper, tracing the aberrations of the 
sceptic to their real source, has written :— 

" Esolts in the life breed errors in the braia, 
And these redprocaUy these again. 
The mind and oonduct mutually imprint, 
And stamp their imago in each other's mint" 
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And again, he bajb : — 

" Thus men go wrong wHb an ingenious Rkill, 
Bend the straight rule to their own crooked wiU; 
And, with a clear and shining lamp supplied, 
First put it out, then take it for a guide." 

It is beoauBo Perthes has himself been driven upon 
truth by the inward necessities of an aocusing oon- 
Boience and of a vacant heart, that he feels so inteAM 
a oompaasion for all who are out of the way. '* On 
one side,'' we have him writing, *Ms secularism, dead 
to all but earthly things ; and, on the other, a rest- 
less agitation, which spends its strength in unsettling 
all that has hitherto given peace to the soul.** And 
again: — ♦*! am convinced that you will soon dis- 
cover that all mere philosophy is vain, and will 
gladly avail yourself of Revelation ; if, indeed, any 
true religious feeling be awakened within you." And 
to another : — ^^ Strauss' work will shake all who have 
not been brought, by personal experience and in- 
ward struggle, to Christ." 

His eldest son has left home for the University ; 
and the father, it may be supposed, is not without his 
anxieties. ^ When a man," he writes to him, *' has 
passed through the season of wayward minority and 
stands erect in manhood, he asks himself, 'What 
means all this?' his reply must be — ^'All b^ow is 
vain and fleeting ; true joy and peace are only to bo 
found in spiritual life.' I have done many things, 
and perhaps well ; but where is the iVuit of the bios- 
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■omi which looked so proiniaiogf Hie ideals have 
disappeared, but not the hcnhy of kbor ; and there- 
fere, clothed with humility, * Forward,' I say, *to 
suffer and to do.' This is to become a master in the 
business of life ; but it is vain to expect that this can 
be attained without passing through an apprentice- 
ship. Here it is that so many well-disposed youths* 
of the present day make shipwreck. They affect a 
nqiplicity, plainneat, and stoutness of heart, which 
ahnost look like the repose and dignity of age." 

And others share his tender sympathies. '^ It is 
your body which again inflicts upon you the well- 
known * grey season,' " we find him writing to his 
fiaend Bcsser, whose failing health has brought on 
fits of deep melancholy ; ** and no one is perfect mas- 
ter orer bodily moods. Tou might very often scare 
sway the 'grey' mood, by calmly considering how 
trivial are the causes of your anxiety, and with what 
ease you have overcome such before. But, indeed, I 
know only too well bow it is with the man : the head 
may be weary and the heart full of love and devo- 
tion; or, on the contrary, the head clear, and the 
heart cold and barren; but sorrow weighs down 
head and heart alike, just as joy brightens both. 
^Take courage till lifers phantasmagoria are .over.' 
Tou say that life becomes a burden ; and so it must 
to us all, as we grow old : but we should try to ac- 
custom ourselves to a new race of men, or rather to 
the same men differently dressed. While we live, 
we must put up with novelty ; but I shall be glad to 
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die— one gets tired of evermore picking off one husk 
after another from the kernel of truth. Here nothing 
endures ; i^hat most we love, is torn away ; all is 
brittle and perishable, and we ourselves are but 
broken reeds. Our heart overflows with love to 
some dear object ; and yet, how imperfect the union, 
how we^ the sympathy I And even he who knows 
ihat love to Grod is the only enduring love, and that 
it is the only anchor of the soul — ^how deeply he feels 
ihat he can but seldom draw near to his Father with 
perfect resignation and sincerity 1" 

And, i^in, to the same friend : — " Your bodily 
frame is not in unison with your loving nature, your 
lively fancy, and elastic activity. You have been 
weaving again a dark web of feeling and thought, 
which holds you fast, as though it were of iron 
strength, while in reality it is but a spider's web.'' 
4 
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** Fattb, flnmieMi eonfldaaee, oonalflteney— these are ynSl ||lle&~ 

« YaireUtiiiff'* end «* UTiog"*— InsUnet of ectlTity--" Hard work"— A 
•* serioiu*' dream—'* Comroon-plaoea for the Invisible''—** BibUolatry" 
—The shell and the kernel — Symmetry of truth— Bible's unity— 
Lnther-^Batlonallsm— Pietism and Ohristlanlty—Tauler— Theologi- 
cal strife and religious life— Not the ideal of Christ, but His person 
—Life in Ood— "Polite society"— Pillory-'* Understands erection 
of a stake'*— Party-wrangling 

As yean pass on, Perthes does not ^ torn the 
wheel" less energetically. '^'All is vanity/" he 
writes, ^ does indeed come home to the man of ripe 
years, when he reflects upon all that in life's vicissi- 
tudes has charmed and enchained his heart and 
mind; but he who, because aU things are vain, 
should cease to take a part in them, would merely 
vegetate, and no longer live. An entirely contem- 
plative life is an impossibility ; the instinct of activity 
is innate ; at aU events, hard work is to me a habit 
with which I cannot dispense. He who should at- 
tempt nothing on earth but to meditate on God, and 
feel His presence, would soon cease to do either. The 
Christian is set in the midst of the world ; and, let 
him stand where he may, he will always be called on 
to fulfil various external duties : in these he is to act 
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08 skilAilIy, expeditiously, and enei^eticallj as his 
faculties will allow ; and he may not extinguish his 
earthly nature or his senses, for ho needs them all in 
order to be God's faithful servant and steward." 

Perthes continues to urge upon all his friends, with 
a growing earnestness, the grave responsibilities of 
this brief hour of probation. ** Life," we find him 
writing, ** is a dream, but a very serious one ; and 
our dreams are solemn truths veiled in airy fiction. 
People here are taken up with tbo visible, and have 
only a few trite common-places to bestow upon the 
invisible." Perthes himself has " learned," as he ex- 
presses it, '* to deny himself without self-annihilation, 
and to renounce the world without living a monkish 
life." 

There is a delusive religious system in England at 
the present day, originating in an ^* inner life" not 
implanted by God, but self developed, deriding and 
pitying with a kind of condescending scorn the lowly 
Christian, who, cleaving to his Bible, lives day by* 
day upon ** every word which proceedoth out of the 
mouth of God." Surrounded in Germany at this pe- 
riod by that pestileutial nnd deceitftil atmosphere, 
Perthes writes : ** What we need, to equip us for the 
battle of life, is — Christ and the holy Scripture." 
And on another occasion : — ** I find that the benefit 
I receive ft-om Scripture in a great measure depends 
upon mysolf. IIow often, on turning to it to clear 
up some historical sequence or some obscure doctrine 
-~to find material for imagination or ground for hy- 
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pothaiMy I only get at the shell instead of the kernel I 
cn^ Mgain^ if in higfa-wrongbt moments a clearer in- 
sight be afforded, how prone we are to seek to im- 
prove and define it by our own strength, and so to 
bring to light human fioti<His instead of divine troth I 
The mysteries of holy Scripture are only revealed to 
us when we are seeking for nothing else but for the 
way of reconciliation with God, and for help in our 
baUle with selfishness and dn.^ And again : " God 
gave a revelation to men, not to increase their knowl- 
edge, but to deliver them from sin«'' 

The Bible is to him not a multitude of discordant 
fragmentB, but a divine and majestic whole ; and for 
this symmetry of truth he is peculiarly jealous, be* 
cause he feels that it bears directly and immediately 
upon the symmetry of the Christian life. ^ The ear- 
lier theologians,** we find him writing, about the Bi- 
ble's charactreistic as an unbroken unity, " have per- 
haps too little remembered that God has spoken in 
' the Bible, not immediately, but through John, P^^, 
and Paul. At the present time, however, we are 
certainly in danger of overlooking the unity of the 
Scripture, while dwelling on the iDdividual writings 
of Paul, John, and Peter. In short, the trees prevent 
our seeing the forest, and we foi^t that it is not 
with a collection of separate writings that we have to 
do, but with the Bible as a whole, as being the Word 
which, during the course of the world's history, God 
wrote down for man's salvation ; and which contains 
nothing more, indeed, but still nothing lees, than is 
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neoeflsary to reveal the mystery of godliness. It is 
not so much from the individualitj of the writers of 
the Epistles and Gospels that we are to understand 
their writings, as from the relation of these to the 
whole." 

His fiiTorite author is Luther ; and one of his chief 
projects, in these his latter days, is to give Luther 
again to his country. **As a whole,** he writes^ 
broaching this subject, ** Luther belongs to all times 
— so great, so pure, so powerful, was his knowledge 
of eternal truth, that we may always find in him a 
guide to God. But who is acquainted with him 
now-a-days f Few guess what he was and what he 
effected. Were he better known, his mighty mind 
and heart-piercing words respecting sin and repent- 
ance, fiuth and tine atonement, would smite, like a 
flaming sword, the dry and unbelieving mass of Ba- 
tionalism; while others would hear, with surprise, 
how Luther insisted upon knowledge and reflection, 
and, with all the energy of his healthy nature, op- 
posed a weak and sickly pietism. To try at the pres- 
ent time to bring Luther as a whole before his na^ 
tion, were indeed a noble and blessed undertaking.** 

But, whilst disrelishing mystic pietism, Perthes is 
too intent on living the heavenly life to be drawn 
away, by this disrelish, from a holy, self-denying 
walk. ^.What the Rationalists call pietism,** Nean- 
der has written to him, ^ is nothing but Christianity 
itself.** And he himself writes : *' With these people, 
the Christian is but a pietist, and the pietist is but a 
4* 
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hypoerite.* And agaiiit alloding to an sulhor wliom 
many denoonced as a piedst, he says: '^'Hiat which 
Luther aimed at making openly known, had already 
been announced, centuries before, by Tanler. In this 
exalted man we find humility, fervor, and ainoerity, 
united with Tigoiotts inquiiy and a free nae of human 
reason. Luther called him a man of Qod — a teacher 
such as there had not been since the days of the 
apostles. At the present time, all may find in him 
what they need— Christ.'' 

Ilis ripening spirituality shrinks with an intense 
sensitirenees firom mere theological disputations. 
** On both sides,** he says, " springs up a hard feeling, 
which should least of all find place in holy thingSL 
Theological strife brings, if not gall, at least worm* 
wood, into religious life." And to another, he writes : 
^ Even if to-day we aigued with the devil down into 
the abyss, he would rise from it to-morrow with a 
more subtle analysis and a more seductive tongue. 
Tou say that many can hardly attain faith till certain 
difSculties are solved for them scientifically. I doubt 
if any one was ever led through science to &ith, till 
his very bones and marrow quivered under this ques^ 
tion — ^ Oh, wretched man that I am I who shall de- 
liver roe from the body of this death )' ** And he 
adds : <* Now-anlays science is at once the starting- 
point and the goal of Protestantism. Even with the 
best among the theologians, Christianity is but a stage 
on the way to science ; and, whilst they are anxiously 
ferreting out scientific results with which to prop ap 
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their faith, the nfit^ ii demiindlnptf uot Ohrtntlan tlie- 
ology, but tlia Ohriatian Ohnroh — not notiona, but 
daada— not tho idaal of Ohriat, but Ilia vary living 
Paraon." 

And bow }ia himaolf la roAlixinfif thla living fallow- 
ahip, wa may gatbar from auoh worda at tho follow^ 
ing : ** Bdng, tho only raal boitig, coimliitii In giving 
onu'a naif up to God — ia to bo found only In tJia life 
in (>od. You lay that to Ilvo with C^od onn only 
maan to hnvo Intaroounia wltli Him, and that ha 
who haa auoh intarcouric^ muiit nooda be conRcioua of 
it. Now, the latter proposition la true, but not the 
ibrmer ; fur bteroouno auppoHea atrangera who seek 
to beeome better aoqualnted— interaounie la, Indeed, 
but A repetition of attempta to abullah an oxtatlng 
aeparatlon. Rienda and acqualntanooa have lnto^ 
oourae with one another; but who would uie that 
word to exprofM tlm relation betwixt mother and 
ohildP 

A Ohrlatian like Porthea la not likely to enoapo the 
raproaoh of a lukewarm ago. ** There are few plaoea 
in (iei'many,** he writea, ** where a man could apeak 
of Ohrlat in polite aoclety without being oovered with 
derialon and oontompt. A man who oonfeiaea the 
Bavlour la pilloried ; the whole public la agalnat 
him/* And elsewhere, reading with a keen glance 
the real spirit of tliu ttmea, ho says :— ** Our age, 
with all ita humanity, understands tlio erection of a 
stake.** And, on another occasion, alluding to aome 
young men who, fortltelr eameat aeal for Uhrlat, have 
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hegoM to be Teproached aa '^ of a aombre mood,'' he 
writea : — ** U the aeal of the young men be sinoerey 
yoa need not ahum yourself about their gUxMn." 

The wran^^ingB of party-atrife grow more and more 
distasteful to him. ** Whoever is convinced of sin," 
he writesi ^and believea in redemption through 
Christ, is a Christian, no matter what be the colors 
of his party. Wherever Christians are divided into 
parties, truth and its opposite are mingled in them 
alL The solution must come from within — ^from the 
power of truth and love reconciling all things. That 
all should repent, and humble themselves sinoerely 
before God, is the thing needed — not the bottle-ciy 
of embittered parties." 
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^'Honosty, though making many adTeraarlM, 
Whom prudenco might havo set aalde, or charity have softened, 
^Evermore will prosper at the last, and gain a man great honor, 
By giving others many goods/^ 



At the head of the Oerman trade-~8ecret of snocess— Incident at 
the book-Wr— Holy walk—" Pray and work"— Dally communion— 
"Use as not abusing"— Friendship— Constancy— The Immortal — 
Abasement— Aspirations— "More simple"— Bustlo retreat— Life la 
the woods— The cottage— Tholuck—Olshausen— Doctor of Philoso- 
phy. 

As a publisher and a bookseller, he has risen into 
the very foremost place in Germany. '*I behold 
with surprise/' writes a learned countryman to him 
in 1886, "your professional activity. By the publi- 
cation of such solid works, and by the carrying out 
of so many bold undertakings, you are raiding a 
memorial to your name which will not soon pass 
away." And another writes: — "Perthes alwajrs 
inows what he wants; he understands people's 
tastes; and whatever he does, he does with his 
whole might : in that lies the secret of his success." 
And a professional brother we find saying of him j — 
"No one ever occupied so prominent a position 
amongst us, or influenced the book-trade as a whole, 
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and its indindnal membeni io powerfiilly as lie." 
And himadf we find writing in 1842, thus : — ** In 
the long life, foil of chequered ezperienceB, which 
now lies behind me, I have almost invariably found 
that God's special providence finvors human activity 
and foresight" 

So trusted is he, and so necessary to literature has 
he become, that not fewer than two thousand propo- 
sals from authors were found among his papers at 
his death. And never does he issue a single work 
from his press without a fixed belief that he is there- 
by seeking God's glory. 

An interestang incident occurs one year at the 
Leipzig book-fair, which illustrates his decisive en^ 
eigy, and also his moral weight A German book- 
seller has published an immoral book: the trade are 
assembled, to the number of two hundred, and 
amongst them the publisher of the obnoxious book. 
After the other business halb been transacted, Perthes 
rises. ** The honor of our national book-trade," says 
he, ^ is sullied by such a production ; the publisher 
of such a work is a most dangerous character; and 
every one of our shops is degraded by the mere sup- 
positicm of circulating it I demand that it be con* 
demned in the name of the German book-trade, and 
that all copies of it on which we can lay our hands 
be publicly torn." The assembly is silent : a pause 
ensues : smitten with a sense of their responsibility, 
they assent as one man ; and, the next day, ail the 
copies which can be procured are formally and 
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solemnly destroyed. A piosecution follows ; but the 
publisher is condemned, and Perthes is honorably 
acquitted. 

He has become the centre, indeed, of the whole 
book-trade of Germany. ''Such is the respect ac- 
corded to his Christian integrity and energy," writes 
Frommau, one of the trade, " that for many years he 
has been really, though always declining to act as 
President of our Exchange, the central point in all 
our deliberations and decisions." 

But, notwithstanding this rude contact with life's 
daily struggles, the fine edge of his holy bearing is 
not blunted. ''If I have gladly and actively «nsed 
my physical energies," he writes, " that is no contra- 
diction to my Christianity ; but if I have fidled to 
sanctify them, and employ them as in God's sight, 
then I have been untrue to my convictions." Perthes 
is a true man to the end. " I can be* pious in spirit,'' 
he says, " and humble before God and Jesus Christ, 
and at the same time be free and cheerful in life." 
And on another occasion : — " Pray and work is the 
great maxim for young and old. In the conflict 
with my spiritual foes, the best method I find to be 
an unvarying habit of devoting daily a certain portion 
of time to communion with God. Moments of glow- 
ing aspiration, and occasional attempts to comnumd 
religious emotions, will not do." 

Old age is not freezing his genial sympathies. " Go 
forward," he writes, encouraging a youthful convert, 
whose progress in the heavenly life seems arrested by 
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contaei with life's dailj trifles; <" Go forward with hope 
and oonfideooe : this is the advioe given thee by an 
old man who has had a full share of the burden and 
heat of life's day. We must ever stand upright, hap- 
pen what may ; and for this end we must cheerfully 
resign ourselves to the varied influenoes of this many- 
colored life. Tou may call this levity — and you are 
partly right, for flowers and colors are but trifles 
light as air ; but such levity is a constituent portion 
of our human nature, without which it would sink 
under the weight <^ time. While on earth, we 
must still play with earth, and with that which 
blooms and fades upon its breast The conciousneas 
of this mortal life being but the way to a higher 
goal, by no means precludes our playing with it 
cheerfully; and, indeed, we must do so, otherwise 
our energy in action will entirely fiuL" And one 
of the many young men whose "wheel" he has 
turned in business writes : — ^ From the moment that 
I set foot upon his threshold, Perthes did me great 
good, and good only, and in the highest sense proved 
himself a fatherly friend. May his spirit and his 
example continue to influence us, and the course of 
his hfe encourage the young men amongst us fhith- 
fully to devote their means and energies to the higher 
interests of our calling P 

^ There is little friendship in the world," says 
Lord Bacon in one of his Essays, " and least of all 
between equals. To take advice of some few friends," 
he adds *^ is ever honorable." Perthes is not one of 
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those isolated beings who, with a hundred annV 
length friendships, yet move through the word soli- 
tary and friendless. " When I reflect," we find him 
writing, ^^ on the extent of my acquaintance, Goethe's 
words occur to me, ^ The stream rolls wider, and its 
waves increase ;' and I would call out to all to ' hold 
together with all their strength, alike in the sunshine 
and in the storm.' To me, at least, it is almost im- 
possible to let any go from me who once stood near ; 
and of all the inward gifts God has given me, I am 
most thaukM for the consciousness of constancy. It 
hafi always been exquisitely painfrd to me to see any 
one who once was closely united to me by head or 
heart now pass me coldly by." 

'^ It is good discretion," Bacon says again, ^^ not to 
make too much of any man at the first, because one 
cannot hold out that proportion." Perthes' friend- 
ships are lasting, because they have not been hastily 
or lightly formed. "What you young people call 
friendship," he writes, now more than ever estimating 
friendships on their grave and serious side, "will 
certainly not last for ever, least of all now-a-days ; its 
warmth and intensity belong not to the immortal 
element in man, but to the fresh feelings of youtb. 
A few years hence, and feelings, opinions, convic- 
tions, will have got developed, which even the most 
intimate friends will fail to understand. Amongst 
older men, friendship, except as it belongs to mem- 
ory, consists in confidence in each others' earnest 
6 
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•tomng after tnitb ; and tUa oonfidenoe can ontlaat 
allohaogw.** 

Dwelling more abandantly in the light, he feels, as 
he hastens on towards the mark, an almoet-painliinj 
deepening sense of his unworthiness. ^'Howfrr," 
we hnfe him writing, for example, ** beneath oar 
wishes and our will are the works and ways e^en of 
the old am<Hig ns ! Love witlR>iit wcwk, and imk 
without loTe I How oold, too, and weak seems our 
soRow for sin ! and yet, perhape," he adds, ^ Ood 
sees more in it than we do, and knows how deep and 
strong and abiding a sinner's repentsnoe really is." 

And on another oocaaion he wntes : ^ * Be ye holy, 
even as I am holy/ These words often pierce me 
through marrow and bone. Not to shut our eyes, 
through indolence or despondency, to the sin re- 
maining in us — not to mistake death for Hfo, sor- 
row for repentance, and imagination for love — ^not 
to grow weary in our upward course, or to subsd- 
tnte wishing for willing — this is our ceasdess task 
here below — a task impossible without fiiith, but 
without which foith is impossible too." 

His solacing joy at such times is characteristic of 
the man. ^ Look," he writes to one similarly exer- 
cised, ^for comfort to the epistle to the Romans: in 
it is the whole truth of Gbd, in as for ss we need to 
know it here on earth. * Fight the good fight to the 
end' — this is Paul's teaching to us." And again : *^ I 
hnve often, veiy often, read the epistle to the Bo- 
mans ; it is the portion of Scripture which has most 
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impressed me, has given me most light, and most 
stablished my faith." 

As he adrances in years, a simplicity more and 
more childlike gathers on him. ^ My Christianity," 
says he, ^ becomes each year more simple. That 
not to love God is sin, and that to love Him consti- 
tutes deliverance from sin — ^this, as infinite truth, as 
the solution of evmy problem, has been transmitted 
from the Bible to mj spiritual life. Scientific inquir- 
ies, and absorption of Uie soul in religious emotion, 
are of themselves little worth. I learn more and 
more to discern the divine wisdom, which has set 
limits to revelation : all that we need for our happi- 
ness is given to us ; and were the curtain lifted far- 
ther from holy mysteries, men's utter bewilderment 
would be hopeless." 

Nature and its scenes of grandeur or of loveliness 
have not lost their attraction. ^ You see," he writes, 
from a rustic retreat to which he has betaken him- 
self for the summer with his family, *^ I have fled to 
the mountains to drive away the consequences of in- 
fluenza. My hearing is still much afiected, and I 
have difficulty in making out human babble ; but I 
hope to be able to hear the vulture scream and the 
trout splash. If any thing can restore my health, it 
wiil be life in the woods. You know this phice, so I 
need not speak of its charms. Every thing is in our 
iavor — the sky blue, the woods dark, the meadows 
green." In that lovely spot he spends his remaining 
summers — the cottage filled with a succession of 



y Google 



69 TBB MAX OF 8080008: 

gnatts— including such men 88 IlM>lttck, 0l8h8iia6n, 
and De Wett« — who repair to its sonny converse 88 
to some sweet oasis. A visitor, indeed, without a 
aense of natural beautj, rather has his pity than his 
sympathy ; for such a defect he regards as little bet- 
ter than if his friend had been bom without arms 
and leg% or deaf and dumb. But Friedrichroda and 
Its aged host are enshrined in eveiy memory, as each 
new guest departs. To the simple oonntiy-people of 
the valley, the old man is a perfect mystery. " He 
neither bums charcoal,'' they will say, ** noi prepares 
tar ; why should he persist in threadbg these long 
and toilsome paths of ours, which we must daily 
traverse for our day's work!" It is an eye and a 
heart for Nature which take him there. *^ O Nature P 
is his holy breathing on such i 



** Nature! whose elysian scenes disdoae 
His bright perfectiona, at whose word they rose I 

Do thott expand 
Thy genmne charms — 
That I may catch a fire bat rarelj known, 
May feel a heart enriched by what it paji^ 
That buQds its glory on its Maker's praise." 

The neighboring little town enrols him among its 
freemen — '^an honor," says he, ^ which has given 
me greater pleasure than any I have ever received." 
And, in 1840, another honor is conferred on him, 
significant of an appreciation more weighty, though, 
to himself less touching. '* I could not," he wiites, 
when, in 1840 the University of Kiel has created 
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him a Doctor of Philosophy, " have* marvelled more 
if I had been created Vladica of Montenegro. The 
learned company has not for a long time seen such a 
bnngler as I in their midst ; my Latin is as rusty as 
that of my Erfurt colleague, Dr. Blucher ; and that 
is saying much." But the degree is not unmerited. 
** The faculty has done well," writes a literary friend ; 
"he who has practised wisdom throughout a long 
career, may well be styled Doctor of Philosophy, 
even though his Latin be rusty." 
6* 
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**Th«hArbln|(«nareeom«. 86e,seefheirmaikr 

•* Order to march"—** Last repoa*''— A retroepdct— Closing year- Bun- 
aen— " More certain nourisliraent**— Conflict— Ai^U—Sofferinga— 
Cowper— Hope— ••* Musi be gain"— John Owen— Deathbed longings 
—Parting viait— Bible— Venerable Bede— Councillor Bist— A Ihre- 
well— Ooethe—** Light, light T—** HumiUty, humility P— Dying 
chamber at Qotha—Ualf in heaTen— Departure. 

Now consciously nearing his heayenly rest, be 
grows week by week more beaven-like. "I bare 
never," says be, one day in 1841, to a friend wbo bas 
been advising bim to purcbase his country retreat, 
** bad any otber landed property than my travelling 
carriage and my comer in the church-yard ; and, just 
before the order to march comes, 1 do not want to 
bind myself down to any earthly spot" And, on 
another occasion: — '*I do not climb so high, nor 
ramble so far as of yore ; preferring the familiar 
paths, where I can live my inner life undisturbed, as 
becomes a man of seventy, who will not much longer 
see and feel the beauty of this earth." And again, 
in the spring of 1842 : — "I yearn for the repose of 
Friedricbroda ; perhaps it is there that the last re- 
pose of all will be granted to me — ^gladly would I 
rest in that churchyard with its fir-trees. It is not 
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my physical condition which occasions this yearning, 
but I discover in myself an increasing indifference to 
all temporal matters; I feel incapable of effort for 
anything on this side ; I want nothing more here 
below." 

Friend after friend is summoned away from his 
side. Niebuhr goes, and Goethe, and his " loved and 
honored Nicolovius." And his aged uncle, too, fol- 
lows. "Thank you, dear Fred," the old man has 
written to him, after receiving a visit from him 
through snow and storm ; " you love me now just as 
you did sixty years ago, when you used to ride upon 
my kneo" And, a short time after, Perthes writes:- 
— " I heard yesterday of the death of my dear uncle. 
Schwarzburg is now to me desolate ; the playground 
of my childhood is no more. The family is now dis- 
persed. So goes the world I Who can suppose that 
this is our home ?" 

Peiihes has fought manfully life's great battle. 
" How strange it seems to me," wo find him writing, 
" to look back upon my past life I Ilalf a century 
ago, I was an orphan— cast in extreme poverty into 
the world's whirlpool, without information, without 
help, without support, a forsaken apprentice in a 
cold garret, having to limp about for weeks on frozen 
feet because no one attended to me but my poor and 
still dear Frederika. All this lies like a dream be- 
hind me, now that I am at my journey's end : my 
life has not been an easy, nay, often a painful one. 
To God be the praise that it ends well I" 
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He it now eDtering his clodDfl^ year. ^ I believe," 
he writee to Chevalier BuDseiiy ** that mj end is not 
veiy &r distant My sooJ yearns for more certain 
nourishment*' And to anoUier : — ^ I know that the 
prayer, ' God be merciful to me a sinner,' will be ac- 
cepted of God.** In January, a serious illness sud- 
denly reduces his strength ; and though he rallies for 
a little, his old energy is finally gone. Yet his brave 
spirit is not weakened. *^1 found him,'* writes a 
friend, who had been visiting him at the end of 
Mardi, ^ quite unaltered in mind and heart: he is 
as bright, friendly, and interesting, in conversation, 
as formerly. Such a spirit as this is mighty indeed. 
True, it has lost the absolute mastery over the physi- 
cal nature; but still it cau assert itself, and force 
that nature to obey, though reluctantly, and but for 
a season. I was often surprised to see that when, 
towards evening, Perthes lay back weary and worn, 
a little mental stimulus availed to restore life and 
strength even to the body.'' 

A deeply-tried sufferer, who has gone to his rest^ 
once said : — ^^* Looking back on my past life, my con- 
clusion is, that, want what I might, I could not have 
wanted the afflictions." The same is the experience 
of Frederick Perthes. ** Pain and sorrow," we find 
him writing, in these his last days, to his son, ^ have 
done more for me than joy and happiness ever did : 
the prayer for help leads to resignation, and resigna- 
tion purifies the soul ; but. still the fight goes on to 
the present day. Let us fight to the last, my dear 
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SOD. If Paul had to complain of inward conflict and 
discord, no other need despair because he has to do 
the same." .' 

The Marquis of Argyll, the night preceding his 
martyrdom, said to those about hira, with a calm 
intrepid voice — "I could die like a Roman, but I 
prefer to die like a Christian." Not in the stem 
stoicism of a seared conscience, but in the strong 
faith and hope of one consciously reconciled, Perthes 
advances towards the " Celestial City." " God," he 
is heard whispering in hours of extreme pain, *' for 
His Son's sake, is very gracious to me, a poor sinner." 
And, at intervals of ease, he will write to friends little 
notes, expressive of his calm confidence. *' In hope 
and faith," he writes, for example, one day, to 
Neander, ^* I am joyfully passing over into the land 
where truth will be made clear, and love pure." 
And, another day, to Ddmer : — " The conscious- 
ness of life being quite over, is to me h very pecu- 
liar, and by no means depressing, feeling; rather, 
on the contrary, exhilarating. I am full of thank- 
fulness to God." 

The Bard of Olney, in one of his bright moments, 
wrote : — ' 

" Hope, with aplifted foot, set free from earth, 
Pants for the place of her ethereal birth ; 
On Bteadj wings sails through the immense abyss^ 
Plucks amaranthine joys from bowers of bliss, 
And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here, 
With wreaths like those triumphant spirits wear. 
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Hope, as an andior firm and sore, holds fiflt 
The Christian vessel, and defies the blast* 

FVdderick IVrthos, ami.l>t the rude winds of these 
last dAjB, IS anchored tinnl j by that holdfast. ** Do 
not moum for me wlicn I am dead,'' sajs the ret- 
eran warrior ono day, as he lies in his room snr- 
rounde<l bv bis children and grandchildren ; " I know 
that jon will often Ion or for me, and I am glad of it 
I hare, indeed, had my trying dap and hours ; but 
God has ever K»en gracious to me. I die willingly 
and calmly ; and I am prepared to die, having com- 
mitteit myself to my God and Father. Here there 
is no abiding city ; we needs must part : death can- 
not harm me, it must be gaiu." 

"Oh, brother!" said John Owen on his death- 
bed, to a friend who had been alluding to his great 
work on •* The Glory of Christ," " the long-looked- 
for.day is come at last, in which I shall see that 
glory in another manner than I have ever yet done, or 
been capable of doing." The same is the death-bed 
utterance of Perthes. " The season of feith," says 
he, one morning, " will soon be over for me ; that of 
sight is near : and yet, how mysterious the word ! 
Sight ! I shall see with faculties which I never have 
possessed here. Knowing is not seeing, llf I am to 
see, I must have a new spiritual faculty, c(|nferred by 
perfect love, in order to make the reccptioiV of perfect 
truth possible. Fain would we questioni how this 
will be brought about ; but be it unto tfiiy servant 
according to thy word." I 

i 
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A friend one day enters his little cabinet, where 
he is in the habit of reclining in his arm-chair, when 
able to leave his bed. " His hands were folded," says 
the visitor, " his eyes were closed, and peace and joy 
were spread over his countenance. I hoped," he 
adds, '* that God had heard his prayer ; but it was not 
so — ^he was only asleep, and woke up cheerfully." 

In these hours, his one i*estin]Dr-place is the Word. 
** Hold simply and firmly," he will say, " to that which 
our Lord has told us: read again and again the 
fourteenth, fifteenth, sixteenth, and seventeenth chap- 
ters of John ; he who has these has all he needs, 
alike for life and death." His two closing months 
are a kind of heaven begun ; and the theme which 
chiefly animates him is, the divine glory beaming so 
brightly in these divine chapters. 

It is recorded of the Venerable Bede, that he never 
knew what it was to do nothing. During his last 
fifty days, he translated into English John's gospel, 
saying occasionally to his amanuensis, as his breathing 
was growing shorter — " Make haste, I know not how 
long I shall hold out ; my Maker may take mo away 
very soon." And, one day, towards the close, as a 
favorite pupil said to him — " Dear Master, one sen- 
tence is still wanting," the dying man replied, " Write 
quickly," and, on the young man exclaiming, a few 
moments later — " It's finished I" Bede rejoined with 
a tone of joy — "Thou hast well said. It is finished. 
Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the 
Holy Ghost" — and expired. Perthes also has been 
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an unwearied workman for hu God. ** A rich life^" 
be saja, one day, ^ lies behind me.'* And, another 
day, a (nend who has been with him, writes : ^ Perthes 
belongs to that class of men, with every thonght of 
whom mental and bodily health is so intimately con- 
nected, that one foigets that they, too, are subject to 
the QniTersal law of decay. And another fiiend, 
Scbelling, writes : ^ It was so comforting, to know of 
one in the world, from whom, in every case of need, 
one was sure of sincere sympathy, loving good-will, 
and judicious counsel." And stiU another, the Coun- 
cillor Rist, writes : ^ I stretch out my hand to say 
farewell — if, indeed, it must be so — ^to edify myself 
by your courage, fiaitli, and joyful trust in the new 
birth in Christ, You have been much to us, and 
your memory will remain to us most blessed. And 
now farewell ; here is my hand : we shall meet again, 
dear Perthes T 

When Herbert was dying, and a friend was re- 
minding him of his many acts of well-doing, the holy 
man answered : ^ They be good works, if they be 
sprinkled with the blood of Christ, and not otherwise." 
Perthes is dying in the same meek lowliness of hearL 
^Herder on his death-bed,'' he says, one evening, 
^ sought only an Idea ; €k>ethe exclaimed — * Lights 
lighir It would have been better," adds Perthes, 
" had they cried out for love and humility." And, 
another day, after a severe conflict, he says, 
"^ Thanks be to Gbd, my faith is firm, and holds in 
death as in life: for His dear Son's sake, God is 
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mercifiil to me a sinner. And as his spirit is just 
winging its upward flight, weeping friends oan dis- 
tinguish only these words — " My Redeemer — ^Lord^ 
forgiveness." 

It is a heaven-lit scene, that death-ohamber at 
Qotha. " When he folded his cold hands," writes his 
daughter, who is there, " and prayed from his inmost 
soul, we, too, were constrained to fold our hands and 
pray ; it was all so sublime, so blessed, we felt as 
though our Lord Jesus Christ were with us in the 
room. As evening came on, and lights were brought 
in, a strange halo seemed to encircle his brow, as if 
already he were half in heaven." " The last enemy," 
writes another eye-witness, *^ loses all his terrors to us, 
and the resurrection appears nearer to us than the 
death. We can think onl^ of his bliss, not of our 
own sorrow. At half-past ten in the evening of 
Thursday, May 18, 1848, h* calmly falls asleep. He 
rests from his labors, and his works do follow him. 

" 'Tis heaven, all heavon descending on the wings 
Of the glad legions of the King of kings ; 
'Tis more— 'tis Gk>d dif^ised through every part» 
'Tis God himself triumphant in his heart" 
6 
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MBS. MABT WIXSLOW. 



"To learn much, to love much, and to suffer much, are the 
three requisites for woman." — ^Pbotoplast. 
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" Be not confonned to this worlds but be ye transfonned by 
the renewing of your mind." — Rom. zil 2. 
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"There Is a fragant blossom, that maketh glad the garden of the 
heart; 
And I thought some cherub had planted there a truant flower of 
Eden." 

" Loved me and gave Himself for me !" That is 
the mainspriDg of every earnest life. It is the sun 
rising on the soul's dark nighty and ushering in an 
unending daj. The sun may be clouded by the 
mists of earth; — ^but it shines there bright and 
glorious — a sun which shall never set. 

Not often, in these days, has the Church witnessed 
a life more finely sun-lit than the life of Mbs. Wins- 
low. It is no transcendental pattern, away from our 
human sympathies ; but a calm, steady conflict with 
life's stem realities, crowned with a fitting triumph. 

Woman is specially honored of God. Given by 
TTJtn as man's complement and help-meet, she ex- 
ecutes her miseion most worthily by a meek and 
6* 
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womanly mien. The key to her whole being is her 

heart 

"* The worid of the aflbctaons is thy world, 
Not that of man's ambitioxL In that stQlness 
Which moat booomea a woman, oahn and holj 
Thou attest by the flnaide of the heart» 
Feeding its flam&*' 

And the woman-nature is never bo beautiful as when 
it adorns this its befitting sphere. The clingiDg ten- 
dril of the Tine is not intended to do the office of 
the sturdy oak : each is perfect after its kind, and is 
adapted to its peculiar function. In like manner 
woman is not intended for the work of the man : 
they are each adapted to their peculiar vocation* 
Never did any woman appreciate more correctly 
woman's true calling, than did the subject of our 
present memoir : she ran no risk of perverting the 
graceful and accomplished woman into ^ a deficient 
man.** 
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" Doubtless, neither star, nor flower, 
Hath the power 
Saoh sweetness to impart : 
Only Ood, who gives perfumes, 
Flesh assumes ; 
And, with it, perfumes my heart." 



Birth— Bermuda— Wesley and the burning thatch at Epworth— The 
ship of war— The cask of gunpowder— Antigua^The hurricane— 
"Preserved in Christ Jesus"— The ball— "Is this all T'-Befagees 
— ** A sinner"— Unhappy— Dawn of hope— Struggles— The meeting' 
place — Best. 

It is in the island of Bermuda, and in the year 
17*74, that Mary Winslow first sees the lights He 
who snatched the infant Wesley from the blazing 
thatch at Epworth, and the youthful Joseph from 
the living grave in Dothan, interposes in her behalf 
more than once or twice. The first occasion is, a 
sudden recovery from illness when about five yearo 
of age, after she has been given over by her father to 
die. But a more striking providence follows. Soon 
after, she accompanies her parents, during the French 
war, on a visit to England. The vessel in wllich 
they sail is a light barque, carrying a few guns, and 
but ill ftimished for severe confiict with the enemy. 
On entering the Channel, and midway between the 
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Bnglkh and Freich ooasU, a sliip of war heaves in 
a^t It Is toward nigfat ; and, as she appeals to 
baar down npon them, the captain prepares for ao- 
tioo. Mother and child are hniried from the cabin 
to what is thought a pUce of greater safety bdow. 
TImj bare not been long there when the child ob- 
■erres a boy come occasionally to the place of their 
imprisonmenty and with a large horn in his hand 
talro aomething out of a barrel, haying first fixed a 
lighted candle on its edge and leaving it there. Ob- 
•enring, asflhe nts upon her mother's lap — ^who is 
too absorbed in anxiety to notice the circmnstance 
»4hat the piece of candle is nearly burnt to the 
edge — little Mary gets down, puts out her hand, and 
takes it away, saying, " Mamma, this will bum the 
baml.^ It is a cask of gunpowder ! ** Had I not 
lemored it at that moment," she writes long after- 
wardsi alluding 'to the occasion, " or, in removing it, 
had a spark fallen from the lengthened wick, the 
vessel and all on board must instantly have been 
blown to atoms.** Under cover of night, the vessel 
passes the man of war; and thus another peril is 
escaped. 

And, on her return home across the ocean, during 
a brief call at Antigua a fire bursts out in the house 
where she is sleeping ; and, ia a few moments after 
the alarm has been given, the roof isiUs in with a 
fearful crash, and she barely esoapes with her life. 
Some years afterwards, the vessel in which she is 
sailing from New York to Bermuda is overtaken, 
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when within an hour of port, by a ferrific hurricane, 
before which vessel after vessel is seen to go down 
full sail into the yawning waves ; but Mary Winalow 
is again saved. By these repeated deliverances she 
is (as she used to express it) ^^ preserved in Christ 
Jesus " 

Those who have beeh so preserved are rarely 
left without a work to do. Married at the age ef 
eighteen to Captain Winslow, a lineal descendant 
of one of the pilgrim fathers, she becomes the mother 
of eight sons, whom she is by and bye honored to 
train, as another Monica, for her Master's service. 

That service she has not herself yet entered. One 
nighty returning from a ball, where she has been ^^ at 
the very zenith of earthly happiness," the thought 
occurs to her, as she lies sleepless on her pillow*^ 
*^ Is this all r Her heart is empty — she has grasped 
a phantom — and from that hour she finds no rest till 
she finds it at the feet of Jesus. 

Various expedients are attempted, to fill the vacant 
heart Ashamed to own herself unhappy, *^ even to 
her dearest friend," she turns from gaiety to *^ domes- 
tic enjoyment," seeking peace of mind there. And 
if a promising ftmily, ample means, and a beautiM 
home could have given it, the treasure would not 
have been sought in vain. But *' still," she says, ^ I 
was unhappy; I was a sinner — and this secret 
conviction beclouded every prospect and embittered 
every cup." 

Years pass ou, and the void is not filled. Having 
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retired to a rustic retreat in E^sex, she devotes her- 
self^ ID the intervals of domestic cares, to reading. 
But sbe is not happy. The barbed arrow is in her 
conscience ; and the hand has not reached her, 
which alone can pluck it out " My mind was rest- 
less," she writes : " my soul wanted what earth could 
not supply. And yet I could not describe to any 
one what I m^eded or what I felt. I was unhappy, 
at times miserable ; my weary soul thirsting for what 
it had not — and yet I could not answer myself and 
say what that one thing was." 

She neit removes to London, her husband fondly 
Gmcying that its bustle and excitement may heal the 
wounded spirit The change of residence is pleasant 
to her : she is thrown more among friends ; and for 
a while her mind is diverted from its gloom. But 
He who leads His own by a way which they know 
not, now brings her to the place of rest There has 
lately entered a neighboring pulpit a holy man of 
Qod, from whose lips she is to hear, for the first time 
in her life, the message of great joy. Eagerly she 
listens, drinking in every word! After having in 
vain endeavored to save herself her work always fall- 
ing shorty and leaving her as poor^ind miserable as 
ever — she now learns for the first time that she may 
be saved by the work of another — ^the work of Jesus 
Christ. On one occasion, the preacher picturing her 
own very state at that moment, adds most solemnly : 
— "If there is such an individual present, I will 
pledge my soul for it that that individual is in tfai 
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way to Christ" She thinks, if this be true, she 
may, after all, be saved. Repairing to hor Bible, and 
searching it again and again, she is arrested by the 
passage — " By grace are ye saved through faith, and 
that not of yourselves, it is the gift of God." But, 
not long after, slie reads in the Epistle of James that 
we are ** justified by works ;" and immediately her 
heart sinks within her, for she feels she has no works, 
and can do none pleasing and acceptable to God. 
And yet in the Epistles of Paul she reads that we 
are "justified by faith." There seems a contra- 
diction. Her anxious mind can find no rest : though, 
animated by that ray of hope which has risen upon 
her benighted soul, she continues to hear the pre- 
cious ti'uth as one hiyigering and thirsting for divine 
knowledge. 

One night watching alone by the side of a sick 
child, Gihe takes her Bible and searches the Scrip- 
tures. The question, " IIow can the sinner be justi- 
fied ?" presses heavily on her mind. If she can be 
saved by faith in the righteousness of another, then 
there is hope for her ; but if there l^ anything for 
her to do towards meriting this salvation, she sees 
she must be for ever lost. At last the words are 
brought to her mind — " Ask, and ye shall receive." 
" Who is it," she asks herself, ** that says this ? It 
is God. Can God lie ? It is impossible. He must 
do what He has said." She falls upon her knees. 
Her petition is offered in the simple language of an 
uitutored child. She knows Nothing of Christian 
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eipeiienoe — ^has h«ftrd the Goepel bat a few times — 
and the only thing which has fiistened itself upon 
her mind is the truth that a poor sinner can be saved. 
Time after time she pleads that W09J, ^ Ask, and ye 
tthall receiTe.** At length, light breaks in upon her 
soul. Jesus seems to stand before her, and to utter 
those blessed words — **I am thy salvation." She 
hails the glad tidings ; her heart and soul respond. 
Jesus is with her — He has Himself spoken — her soul 
is saved — ^the grave-dothes, in which she has been 
so long confined, fall off — ^her spirit is free — she rises 
from her knees to adore, and praise, and bless Wia 
holy name. 

This is the finger of God. '^ It was no vision of 
the bodily senses which I saw," she says ; ^ but I 
had no more doubt that I was a redeemed and 
pardoned sinner — ^that I had seen Christ, and held 
cooununion with him who died that I might live, 
than I had of my own existence." 
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CHAPTER II. 

** What oamo from honvan, to heaven bjr nsturo oUngi.^ 

** A loul redodraed (lemftndi « \it^ of prtlM ; 
lUnco tho outiiplttxlun of hor futuro d«yi.** 



Tbo oooni And tho oak— A ri|{ht Ntart— Trialu— '* An undivided flimlly 
In heaven"— Nil w- York— (Jon vori»lon«»- -KevlvaU— Knd of Ootipel- 
DiinlMtry— <}eflU— Tlie throe " ideoe"— AottviUue and awakenlngn— 
Unbelief— Keturn to London— Harrington Evane— Our oalllnK— 
** OoMlplng profetHori*^— A poleon. 

"MioiiT not tho man/' asks Vinet, somewhere, 
** who holds in his hand an acorn, say, * I hold in my 
hand an oak )' Is not the wholo of a river in its 
source ?^' Just so, the soul which has found a free 
acc>optance through tho blood of Clirist, may be said 
to have in it alromiy the whole elements of the Oliris- 
tian life. Mrs. Winslow now finds lierself welcomed 
in lier Father's house; and, her person beinf;^ thus 
accepted, her wholo future life of service and of suf- 
ferin^*is transformed into'' a living sacrifice/' 

" P>crything," she once said, many years after- 
wards, looking back upon this turning-point of her 
spiritual lifo, " depends upon a right beginning. One 
wrong turn in sotting out, and all will be wrong the 
whole of the way. The starting-point for the saint 
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of Ood IS the finished work of Jesus — ^to know he is 
|>ardoiKHl and acoopte<l in the beloved of God the 
Fatlivr. lie then can ran the race with holy delight ; 
and, Uiough he may necessarily have many enemies 
to contend with, both from within and from without^ 
yet He who has once set him upon his feet, and bid 
him go forward, will watch over him by day and by 
ni<;ht, guide him, and correct him when needful, and 
assuredly enable him to hold out to the end " That 
starting-point Mrs. Winslow has now, after many toss- 
ings and anxieties, reached ; and seldom has a race 
been run so patiently and so nobly. 

The Hill Difficulty soon rises before her. Sud- 
denly crippled in her resources by certain ^disas- 
trous investments,^ and scarcely less suddenly be- 
reaved of her husband, she finds herself summoned 
to a task such as few women could have mastered. 
But with a strong will, and with a heart '* at leisure 
from itself" she sets her &ce stead&stly to the EQIl, 
and bravely ascends. 

^ An undivided &mily in heaven'' is now her first 
and her last aini. It is during one of those remark- 
able revivals with which the land of the pilgrim 
fathers has been so often visited, that she begins to 
reap the earliest fruits of this longing. There ^s 
been formed in New York a little circle of Christian 
mothers, who assemble weekly for special prayer on 
behalf of their families. From these meetings Mrs. 
"Winslow has been seen to return not seldom " with 
tearful eyes and a glowing countenan^" as if He, 
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« 

whose fellowship on the Mount made Moses' &oe 
shine, had been with those holy women. In various 
churches, and in individual families, a work of Grod 
commences. Three of Mrs. Winslow's sons — all who 
at the time reside with her — are awakened and 
brought to Christ. " Not one unconverted soul," we 
find her writing, " is under my roof. All love the 
Saviour. My house is a house of prayer." 

These revivals are most instructive facts, and pecu- 
liarly humbling. That counterfeits have appeared 
on the American soil, with only the mechanical imi- 
tation of the inward heart-work, is tolerably cei*tain. 
But what more convincing evidence of the existence 
of the real thing ? " Several churches," Mrs. Window 
writes, describing one of those scenes, ^^ have partaken 
of this heavenly shower. Oh ! it is a refreshing sea- 
son. The Lord is pouring out His Spirit in a way I 
never before saw or felt There is nothing like en- 
thusiasm. I am quite inadequate, to give you any 
just idea of this most gracious and solemn work of 
God. It is to me something like the day of Pente- 
cost. I look back and see with such concern how I 
have loitered on my way." 

Is not that the great want of the present hour ? 
It is not philosophy we want in our pulpits, nor cold 
criticism in our pews — ^it is the tongue of fire — 
the pricked heart — the awakened conscience. It is 
real, downright plucking men out of the fire. Cecil 
was right when, describing the true character of the 
Gospd-ministry, he wrote : ^* Hell is before me, and 
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tlioannda o€ souls shut up theie in everiasting ago- 
DM — Jesus Christ stands forth to save men fiom 
rushing into this bottomless abyss — He sends me to 
proclaim Uis ability and His lore : I want no fourth 
idea ! every fourth idea is contemptible ! every fourth 
idea is a |n^nd impertinence !" 

And when (rod is working thus in the public as- 
sembly, it fiends men to their homes and to their 
trades, not to lay aside the Sunday religion with the 
Sunday dress, but to carry it about with th^pi as a 
part of themselves. ^^Brerytbing under my roof,** 
writes Mrs. Winslow, ** seems to wear another aspect 
Old things have passed away, and all things have be- 
come new. I can say of my children — ^ Behold, Lord, 
they pray.' The thbgs of God open upon them with 
deep interpst The ways of wisdom are pleasant, and 
everything not connected therewith tasteless. Aak and 
expect," she adds, *^ great things from God. Tou 
cannot ask too much, when yon ask in Jesus' name ; 
and God cannot give too much, when He gives for 
Jesus' sake. How near be- has been to us I The 
angels in heaven rejoice over one sinner that repent- 
eth ; and here are three to whomTTesus has given re- 
pentance and life under my root If the angels re- 
joice in heaven, well may I rejoice on earth." 

Are we here in England always to be satisfied with 
the low standard of godliness which everywhere pre- 
vails 9 Are we to go on from week to week, com- 
placently resting in our religious activities, and 
content to have scarcely any conversions f What 
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are we doing ? Are we pleading believingly enough 
with God for men ? and are we pleading earnestly 
enough with men for God ? " How is it," we find 
Mrs. Winslow inquiring, years afterwards, " that we 
have no precious revivals here, and that the all-im- 
portant subject lies with so little weight upon our 
hearts ? It is because we do not believe the matter- 
oif-faot, although God has promised, and declared the 
truth. When Christ had risen, and some were eye- 
witness^ of the fact, yet, when they declared the 
blessed truth to the rest, tiiey were as those that 
mocked. We testify that these things are so, for we 
have seen and felt them ourselves. The doors have 
been shut about us, and Jesus has been in our midst 
within, blessing, reviving, and relK»shing us — ^giving 
life to the dead and speaking comforting words to 
His saints. It has been the work of an Almighty 
Gk)d, manifesting His power, and displaying His 
love. Oh I the mighty power of prayer 1 Even the 
best of Christians know but little what it really is," 
Returning in 1828 to London, and attaching her- 
self to the church of that venerable man of God, the 
late Mr. Harrington Evans, she labors for souls with 
an earnestness which not many in a lukewarm age 
can comprehend. "It is our duty," she writes in 
her Diary, " to have our eyes shut, and -our ears 
stopped, to everything that is not a step in that lad- 
der which reaches from earth to heaven. I cannot 
understand sooie Christians, and they do not under. ' 
stand me. I may be wrong ; but when I read — 
1* 
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' Come out o€ the world, and be ye separate ; love 
not the world, nor the things which are in the worid,* 
and many other such solemn exhortations, with ao 
many exceeding great and precious promises to the 
overcoming Christian — I am satisfied of the way a 
belieTer in Christ should walk, and have only to re- 
gret I so often wander from it mysel£ Dear Saviour! 
keep me near, very near, thy blessed self." And on 
another occasion: — ^ Avoid trifling, lukewarm pro- 
feasors. Iliey are the bane of the church of Christ 
If you can do them no good, they will do you much 
harm." And again : — *^ I wish to caution you against 
A great evil in many churches — ^I allude to gossiping 
professors, who, vthen they meet, instead of talking 
of Christ, talk about almost eTeiytbing else ; — *' busy- 
bodies,' who go from house to house speaking things 
which they ought not Oh, what a dishonor are 
such to the cause of the dear Redeemer ! Rebuke 
such in gentleness of spirit, and withdraw from 
them." And still again: — ^^I am convinced that 
much intercourse with lukewarm professors does 
great injury to the believer. Oh, avoid such I light 
and trifling conversation acts as a poison to the life 
of God in the soul." 



r 
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CHAPTER III. 



* I Uiink not of to-morrow, 

Its trial or its task; 
Bat stm with chUdlikd spirit 

For present mercies ask : 
With each returning morning 

I cast old things away ; 
life's journey lies before i 

My prayer is for to-day." 



« Company-keeping with Jesos"— Little cares— The *' confldaol^— A 
trial— Evidences— How brightened ?— Each day—** Praise him for 
the present*'— Sobert Bmco— The voice in the vestry— " Preach- 
ing in prayer'^—Unkindness— Henry Martyn— The best of all well- 
doing—The alleys— The cottage— A contrast 

OHRisTiANrrr haa been described as '^ a company- 
keeping with Jesus." Seldom has any Christian 
more strikingly realized the idea than did Mrs. 
Winslow duiing the last twenty years of her life. 
** Keep close to Jesus," we find her saying. " Go to 
Him for all you need. Tell Him all that is in your 
heart. Lay your case l^ore Him as if He did not 
already know it. This is the «weet simplicity of 
&ath which. Ckrist loves. Tou cannot come too 
often. Bring to Him your little cares, as well as 
your great ones. If anjrthing is a trouble to you, 
however small it may be, you are warranted, nay 
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o ci!n.\&<kHl, u> uke it to Um; and thereby yoa 
^' r '\ !.'» ninw. SatAn vould keep you away from 
li 3i ; I il 1 l.r< U aa ne^siful for you every step 
Via ul«' u» j:*..>ry, aa i»bt'n you wcr& overwhelmed 
« ::. 1^ rr>>v uii*!' r a sen^^* of your awful state as a 
» r.rjt'f W:*»rp i'txnlT* An^i viae where she writes: — 
*!»• i.n »auii«i» to whom you open your heart 
>IaI'- no ».n«» your c*^nti« Ian t but Jesus. Oh! com- 
R.^nt* « :h 11. m of all that is in your heart If you 
ane «ouLtK-\i, p» and t«*ll Christ — if you are in need, 
Z* ai^i tell i hri<^t — die silver and the gold are His. 
L;*f uj*m Hi in as little children would live upon 
a <l«*ar, kind, tender father. Oh I how happily will 
jv^ tl.rn |fc:i>!i on your way !" 

A (H^nitnAl example of this let us quote. ^I 
a««»Le in the ui^^ht/* she writes in her Diary, July 
l.itL (l^•'^); **aud a care, something like a trial in 
pr\>«]^*«t. prvsiintod itself to my mind. I could not 
Mtvp till 1 had Uid it before the Lord. Almost 
dirvH tly aiterwani I fell asleep. I had imburdened 
■i}3cty.o liiuv who has all hearts in His hands, and 
ny mind was at |peace." 

Another feature 'Of her Christian life is to be 
note I. ^ Never,** Wie writes, on one occasion, 
* never look mVAiif for Q^Hnfort Tou will find 
nothius; there but w^hat is calculated to humble you. 
IWt Utiik to Jkscs. , There is evor}*thii^ in Him to 
eniH>urage you in yotitr warfare. Oh I live upon Him, 
out of yourselves.'* And on another occasion, thus : 
— ^** A mint^yi^^^ oommo.n to many Christians^ is the 
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habit of looking for ever mthin for some evidenoe 
of their adoption ; and, finding nothing there, they 
do not and cannot rejoioe. This is a strious defect. 
It is not by looking within ourselves, but, on the 
contrary, it is by looking quite out of ourselves, and 
directing the eye alone to Christ — to what Christ is, 
and where Christ is — that we obtain real consola- 
tion ; and in proportion to our faith in Him, we not 
only rejoice, but our evidences brighten, and the 
Spirit withm, whose ofSce it is to glorify Christ, 
bears witness with our spirit that we are bom of 
God." 

It is a blessed attainment to live for each day, and 
for each day only. We have grace promised to bear 
present evils, but none to bear anticipated ones. 
Reader I are you tried with fears and anxieties about 
the future ? Lately, a young person told the writer 
that such was her fear for the future that she had 
been tempted again and again to take away her life. 
Few people have been tried more deeply than Mrs. 
Winslow ; and here is her judgment about the way of 
bearing it : — " I do think, by constantly poring over 
anticipated troubles, we lose the sweet enjoyment of 
present mercies in the expectation of future evil. I 
pray to be enabled to praise Him for the present, 
and to trust His love for all that is to come. Lord, 
increase my faith, and let my joy be full." 

It is told of the Rev. Robert Bruce, that on one 
occasion he delayed so long appearing in the pulpit 
that a Mend went to the vestry, fearing that he had 



y Google 



8i THS OHEUTIAK MOTHXB: 

been taken ill. As he Approached the door, he over- 
heard a Toioe at if of one engaged in earnest coUo- 
quy ; and, aahe listened m<»« attentively, the q>eaker 
was iosisttng, that, nnleaB accompanied by Him to 
whom he spoke, he could not leave that place. It 
was the preacher on his knees before the Lord ; and 
when that preacher entered the pulpit, oh, how he 
prayed and preached I Often, often does Mrs. Winfr> 
low deplore the absence of snch praying. ^Thia 
evening,** we find her writing in her Diary, ** attended 
a prayer-meeting for the outpouring of the Spirit 
The fault I generally perceive with most prayer- 
meetings occurred again to-night The prayers 
were too long, and not to the point Everything 
was touched upon but the one thing we had agreed 
to meet and pray for. I do wish there were leas 
prmeMng in prayer, and more beseeching^ as poor 
needy sinnere, for what we want" And on another 
occasion, writing to one of her sons, she. says: — 
^You know my dislike to preaching in prayer. 
Prayer is the most holy exercise of the soul, and 
should be the pure breathings of the renewed heart 
in humble, earnest petition, a^ in the presence of a 
holy God. And when the soul feels in the presence 
of God, and loses sight of the worms of the dust who 
are listening, there is no self-seeking or wish to plesae 
the ear of nuin, but humbly to get the blessed ear 
of God Himself." 

One of our most tiying vexations is men's slander- 
ous whisperings. It is a blessed secret of the hidden 
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life to rise tiiumphant over this trial. ^ Dost thoa 
receive," wrote a holy man who lived in Italy two 
centuries ago, " an injury from any man ? There 
are two things in it — the sin of him that does it^ and 
the punishment thou sufferest ; the sin is against the 
will of Grod, and displeases Him, though He permit 
it ; the punishment is conform to His will, and He 
wills it for thy good — wherefore thou oughtest to 
receive it as from His hand." That man was im- 
prisoned in the Inquisition for eight-and-twenty 
years ; and when he was entering his dungeon he 
smiled pleasantly and serenely, calling it his " cabi- 
net." Mrs. Winslow is learning the same heavenly 
lesson. "How often," we find her writing on one 
occasion in her Diary, " has an unkind look or word 
proved a blessing to my soul ! It has made me fiee 
to Christ ; and there I have found no unkindness. 
He has appeared at such times more than to make 
up for tlie want of all creature-love and created 
good." It was Henry Marty n, if we remember 
rightly, who on one occasion, taking refuge from 
man's unkindness in the secret of the Lord's presence, 
wrote : — ^ I shall never have to regret that I loved 
Theb too well." 

Foster has described the Christian's labor of love 
for Christ as the best of all the well-doings on this 
gloomy planet. Mrs. Winslow still counts it her 
joy to spend and to be spent for Hni. "I have 
just returned," we find her writing, " from visiting 
tiie poor and wretched in the lanes and alleys in this 
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grett towiL I often have thought that the Lord 
had nothing more for me to do ; but He aeems to 
have called me to mj old work again, and it is one 
I always had, aud still haTe, great delight in. May 
He UesB it to me, and to the poor to whom I am 
•entr And on another occasion describing some 
work of the same kind down in the conntiy, she 
•ajs: — ^"I have just returned from a visit to mj 
poor pilgrim. I walked softly in, and found her 
with her glasses on, attentively reading a book she 
had upon her lap. * What are you reading ?* I in- 
quired. *Tbe Shepherd, lua'am; the Shepherd who 
laid down His life for the sheep,' looking up into my 
&ce with an expression of sweet peace and content. 
'Have you dined f I said. *Yes.' *What haye 
you had !' 'BoileJ milk.' This, I found, was her 
chief diet ; and oh, how happy she is I She says she 
is happier than the rich or the mighty in their pala- 
oes ; and from my heart I believe it'' And another 
case she names : — " I went last evening to see an 
aged pilgrim in the village. She abounds in all the 
comforts of life — has a nice house, comfortable fium, 
and every thing to make her happy. But she is &r 
from being so ; for, although I believe her to be a 
child of Crod, she is constantly harassed with the 
idea that she has grieved away the Spirit, and will be 
lost for ever. I have endeavored to cheer her up by 
leading her to look more to Christ than to herself. 
I sat with her last night for nearly an hour, and 
found it refreshing to my soul to speak of Jesus." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

** Q ke«p me ever learning, 
Sabdued beneath thy rod ; 
Make me a better scholar, 
But teach me tUU, my GodT 

United Statei'Avakenlnff— ** Onr great orlme^— A oonyert— ** Old* 
fkuihloned conversions'^— The way of blood— *' My confessional"— As- 
Bnranoe— Second Advent—" Watch I" 

In 1888, Mrs. Winglow is in New York, on her 
final visit to the United States. During her stay, 
another remarkable awakening visits the churches. 
Relating a scene in one of the congregations, she 
writes : — ^* The ministers who conduct the meetings 
seem men of Gk)d, and preach as with the great white 
throne full in view. The grand aim in their preach- 
ing and addresses is, to rouse the sinner — ^to follow 
him in all his refuges of lies — to knock from beneath 
him every false prop, and to show him, that., if he 
perishes, the fault is not God's, but his own. Next 
to this, their endeavor is to awaken the church it- 
self to activity and earDestness in the cause of God. 
After the sermon, all who feel themselves lost and 
undone sinners are invited to come forward and oc- 
cupy pews in front of the pulpit. The praying part 
of ihe assembly then cluster round them, and peti- 
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taons are offered on their behalf. Hiis would be a 
new and strange thing in England ; but God sees fit 
to own it to the salvation of manj souls. Last even- 
ing, I felt it poculiarly solemn — ^I felt that God was 
iMfrt, Seventeen iodividaalB advance^l — many young, 
aome eMerly men^-deeply concerned. There was no 
excitement — no noise or enthusiasm. The ieeling 
was deep, silent, solemn as eternity. All knelt and 
ibllowed in prayer.** 

And, on the same occasion, she adds: — "While 
the Cburoh is stirred up to plead earnestly for an- 
nen, the Lord the Spirit causes them to feel their 
own lack, and brings them to God in humble con- 
fesrion of their coldness and unbelief. Unbelief 
unbelief! oh, this is our great crime before Qod ! 
We will not take Him at His word, fully believing 
all that He has promised. Did we really believe that 
sinners will be cast into hell, should we not be more 
earnest both with them and with God, although we 
do know that salvation is of God, and that He alone 
can save a sinner t If the religion of Christ is not 
the business of our whole liie, it is nothing, and we 
are nothing, and shall be found as nothing, or worse 
than nothing, when He comes to judge the world." 

And, the following day, she writes: — ** The Lord 
is doing a great work here ; whole femOies have, in 
these last two weeks, been translated out of the 
kingdom of Satnn into the kingdom of God's dear 
Son ; and many more are inquiring what they shall 
do to be saved. I am glad to be where Jesus Is 
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passing by. A young lady in the bloom of health 
and beauty, living in all the gaiety of the world, was 
brought under the appalling conviction of her awful 
state before a holy God. For nights she scarcely 
knew what it was to sleep. A few days after, while 
she was in prayer, and while prayer was being made 
for her by the church, the Lord revealed Himself to 
her soul, and filled it with unspeakable joy. Her 
eyes were now opened, and every thing appeared 
changed. She was happy in the Lord, and her 
countenance was radiant When her minister en- 
tered the parlor and extended his hand, he said, ' I 
need not ask how it is with you ; I see you have 
been with Jesus.' I must add that this young con- 
vert, in all the fervor of her first love, went ttom 
house to house amongst her kinsfolk and friends, im- 
ploring them to come and hear the gospel." 

And once again, a few days later (to Rev. J. H. 
Evans) : — " I think I never before heard such fervent 
appeals to the consciences of men, so completely di- 
vesting them of all their refuges of lies, as I have this 
last week. How I do love old-fashioned conversions, 
where sinners are brought to feel they are sinnersi 
crying out under the conviction, * What must I do to 
be saved ?' and are then led by the self-same Spirit to 
look to Jesus, and are at once enabled to believe and 
rejoice I I cannot understand this long process of 
months' and years' seeking, and seeking, and never 
finding, until, perhapty at a dying hour. God is the 
same now that he was in the New Testament times— 
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Chriit it the Mine — the Spirit it the same — and the 
■iimer it the same. Oh that the Lord might rait 
joa in your part of the vineyard ! EodeaTor to 
ahow siimers their awful condition ; scatter their vain 
eicoses; and tell them they must repent and believe 
the Gospel, or they are lost fi>r ever. They need not 
be told they have no power to repent and believe : 
they will soon find they are p o w tr Uu ^ and begin to 
ory for mercy to Uim who will give repentance, and 
power to believe too. I love poor perishing sinners 
mors than I can express. I have been very narrow- 
hearted and selfish ; and I hate and abhor myself 
became of it." 

The heart rests upon Christ's person — the con- 
science upon Uis aiomng blood. Mrs. Winslow feela, 
each day she lives, the growing preciousness of such 
a Saviour. ** The way to God,** we find her writing 
now, in her sizty-secood year, ^ has seemed to me of 
late so delightftil — so exactly suited to a poor lost 
ainner— so suited to me. A way sprinkled with 
atoning blood : justice and mercy as a wall of do- 
fence on either side ; and this way leading to such a 
rich treasure-bouse, filled with sil blessing for time 
and for eternity I All is in Jesus — the way to God, 
the way of holiness, the way to glory." And a 
specimen of the way in which she personally applied 
this truth occurs elsewhere thus : — ** Tou may, per- 
haps, wonder why confession of sin should be the 
an^ect upon which I have chiefly written. I had 
JQSt returned, when I took up my pen to address 
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you, from my confesaional — the throne of grace — bo 
sweetly refreshed and so blessedly pardoned, that I 
could not refrain recommending it to all I love and 
write to, as one of the most hallowed exercises of the 
Christian. I often repair to it heavily laden, and 
return as though nestling beneath the wing of the 
Saviour. If there is a cloud between you and Christ, 
rest not till it withdraws. Go again and again, 
should there be but a shade, until it is put away and 
you see Him who loves you." 

Like not a few Christians of the present day, MiBk 
Winslow has not hitherto had her thoughts directed 
to the Lord's Second Coming. About the year 1840, 
however, she is led into this truth. "^ I grieve," she 
writes, " that I have so long neglected to search into 
thb glorious subject As it opens upon me, I feel 
my soul led out in grateful praise and thanksgiving. 
Oh, to love Jesus more, and to have Him more in 
our thoughts ! How soon we may behold Him in 
all His glory, coming in the clouds <^ heaven ! May 
the Lord keep us watching and waiting, and enable 
UB to say, * Come, Lord Jesus, come qipickly l' " 
8* 
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CHAPTER V. 

« still, my Uuter, Uioa raqnlrMt 
8«rTh» b«r« '• little wkile ;* 
B«lp in«« tlMo, to work with p«tkiiw» 
Cb«or OM by Xhj lore and amlle.** 

iMltMt oT adTwdBf jmn—A little child— A beresveiMBt— ** Clap 
hU ftad wtast**— The promlM ud tho praeopt— A tamptitina Fos- 
teiwSot bint— A pitttern— •*0&1/ two"— •* Love taru the wheel.* 

It b SB iofldnct of adyandng yean to leturo to 
tbe floeiMS uid anociations of youth and of childhood. 
In like manner, the instinct of the maturing Chris- 
tian leads him back with a freshening sest to the 
simplicities of his fint love. "^ Who can subdue sin 
in us but Jesus t" writes our veneraUe Mend. "• I 
might as well attempt to remove mountains* as to 
reason awaj one corruption of mj fiillen nature. But 
if we, the moment we detect it, carry it to Jesus, He 
will do it all for us. This is one of the most difficult 
lessons to learn in the school of Christ. I am but 
just beginning to learn it ; and therefore I am placed 
ID the youngest class, travelling to Jesus more as 
little helpless child, for Him to do all fw me and 
all in me. My fancied strength is all vanished, my 
boasted reason turned into foUy ; and now, thus Hf- 
ing on Christ in childlike simplicity, my peace, joy 
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and consolation are past expression." And, on an- 
other occasion : '* Oh, to believe that Jesus is indeed 
at the right hand of Grod ! on the resurrection of 
Christ depends our eternal alL Upon that single and 
glorious truth hinges every other. If that be true, 
all that He has said, all that He has promised, and 
all that He has engaged to do, is true.'' 

One of her sons is suddenly snatched from her 
fflde, and she pours out her heart thus : ^' Dear Henry 
is gone home, and I am a bereaved mother. He sleeps 
in Jesus. And now thou art beholding in all His 
glory Him whom thou didst long to see coming in that 
glory in the clouds of heaven." And she adds : " He 
was folly prepared for the change, and was more fit- 
ted for heaven than for earth. The world seemed to 
have no charms for him. It had lost its hold for a 
long period. He was living in fall expectation of 
Christ's coming, and now he is with Him whom he 
80 ardently desired to see. Day and night he was 
looking for Him, as if ' hastening unto the coming of 
the Lord; so that Christ was in all bis thoughts. 
"When he had to grapple with the ' last enemy,' he 
feared not death, and, to use his own words, ' longed 
to ch^ his glad wings, and fly to JesuS.' This afflic- 
tion has wafted me closer to my happy home. Oh,, 
to realize it fiilly, even here !" 

Grace in the heart always bears the fruit of hon- 
est dealing ; and if ever it be accompanied with any 
crookedness of way, it is because that man has, not 
too much grace, but too littie. '^Remember," we 
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hftvo Mn. Winslow saying on one occasion to her 
son, who is practising at the bar, ^ that to walk in 
the jn-fcept is the way to the full enjoyment of the 
proiniHe. We must not expt»ct the comfort of the 
one without the observance of the other. Rather than 
incur debt^ exercise the roost rigid self-denial. Go not 
agaiimt (fcxi, and (tod will be for you. None ever 
disoliey Him but are sure to pay the penalty of disobe- 
dience. 1 speak now of His own children. Never un- 
dertake a cause without kneeling down and asking the 
Lord for wisdom and grace. If Solomon felt it needful 
to do thiS| well may you. Christ says, * Without me 
ye can do nothing.* lie not fearful you will lose your 
cause by so doing ; but only trust your case in the 
Lord*s bands, and, if a just one, lie will prosper 
you. Walk m Uis fear, and you need fear nothing 
else." 

Reader I are you ready to faint under the yoke ? 
Is Satan tempting you at this moment to grow 
** weaiy in well-doing f* ^ Look up to heaven,** says 
Foster, '* and see the beams of the Divine compla- 
cency I I obtain little of human favor to animate me 
in my work ; well, but God is pleased. I accomplish 
too little by all my efforts — but He does not ' despise 
small things.* Do you say, ' I have not resolution and 
patience to go on f* What ! not to please God f ** And, 
appealing to the instance of the Master, he adds : — 
^ Think of Uis appointed work, the greatest that ever 
was to be done on earth. If ff$ had been * wearied,' 
and left but one thing undone I If He had shrunk 
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and failed, what sensation in beaven — ^hell— ^arth ! 
Let His followers advert to that, when tempted to 
shrink from service, and to say it is too much. When 
this repugnance arises, go and look at Him ! Even 
imagine that any given Christian service had been to 
be performed in Sis presence — ^under ffis inspiration 
— would you then be weary ? He is the grand trans- 
cendant example, to show that a good work must be 
ffone througR with : to constitute it such, the conclu- 
sion is indispensable. ' He that endureth to the end 
shall be saved.' * He that looketh back is not fit for 
the kingdom of God.' " And Mrs. Winslow, herself 
now far on in the " course," summons a fainting fel- 
low-pilgrim to new faith, and new energy, and new 
patience, thus : ^ And so you are di^ouraged ? Trials 
and difficulties many; &ith tried; and only three 
met. Did you expect to undertake a work for Christ 
and get on smoothly, while there is every thing within 
and without to oppose it ? Did you expect &ith would 
not be tried in this matter ? In a country-place in 
America, a few Christian females engaged to meet to 
pray for a blessing on their families ; but after a while 
it declined, and continued to do so until only two came. 
* Shall we give it up ?' was the question. THey thought 
of God's faithfulness to His promise, of his power and 
goodness, and they resolved to go on. They met, 
these two only, again and again. They pleaded the 
promise, and encouraged each other by their prayers. 
At last ths answer came, God tried their faith ; Je- 
sus interceded, and it had not failed. Some who had 
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left tbem retorned ; others followed; and the place 
of prajer was soon filled. The Lord poured oat Hia 
Spirit on them, and thej prayed in earnest nndl the 
blessing was giren. The Church felt the holy influ- 
enoe ; their children at home began to inquire what 
thej most do to be saved ; the mothers directed them 
to Jesus, and prayed on. God in very deed bowed 
the heavens, and came down in their midst to bless 
them. Dear sister, take courage and look up. Ex- 
pect difficulties — expect oppositioD, even from your 
own heart ; but you have the Lord on your side. Go 
forward in the strength of Jehovah Jesus, and» God 
must and will bless you.** 

And how to labor on she indicates in another 
letter, thus: — ^^The Lord has brought me here, I 
trust, for some service He has for me to do. If His 
servants, we ought to be doing His work ; and it is 
so sweet to work when lave turns the wheel. It is 
the love of God in the heart that sets us all in 
motion. I am persuaded it is irksome where this 
Ib not the case. To work for God as a hireling is 
one thing, and to work for Him as a son is another." 
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** Where is thai flre which onoe descended 
On thy Apostles P Thou didst then 
Keep open house, richly attended, 
Feasting all comers by twelve chosen men.** 

Simeon— ^ColUr of my eoaf*— The blacksmith— The ** nnonswerable 
argament** — Baxter— ''Taking walks above"— The home — Grand 
Saldve— Mountain sunshine— Child of the mist— "Worth living for** 
— Hiive God*s ear—Sin. 



Ohb daj Charles Simeon stood at the death-bed 
of a brother. '^ I am dying," said he, grasping his 
hand with deep emotion, ^' and you have never warned 
me of the state I was in, and of my danger in ne- 
glecting the salvation of my soul." " Nay, my brother," 
answered Simeon, '^I have often brought it before 
you in mj letters " ^^ Yes, but that was not enough. 
You never came to me — closed the door — and took 
me by the collar of my coat, and told me I was un- 
converted, and that if I died in that state I should be 
lost." That scene Mr. Simeon never forgot; and 
oftentimes does Mrs. Winslow appeal to it as quicken- 
ing exceedingly her zeal on behalf of perishing souls. 
^ Oh !" she will be heard saying, as the great tear of 
tender compassion trembles in her eye, ^ who will warn 
— ^who will entreat them ?" 
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And no dreaded ^awkwardnesses" hinders the 
plainest and most downright appeals. It is told 
of a working man, that one cold winter morning 
he entered the ibige of a blacksmith, with whom he 
had held frequent discosatons about the GospeL The 
blacksmith was an infidel; and only the previous 
ni^t they had parted, the infidel objections an- 
swered, but the infidel himself hardened in heart as 
ever. Ilis fiiend, on going home, had, instead of 
going to bed, spent the greater part of the night in 
prayer for hiuL Early in the morning he mounted 
on one of the horses of the farm, and rode through a 
drifting snow to the forge. Dismounting at the door, 
he went up to his fiiend, and, taking him by the 
hand, he, with tears in his eyea, said — ^ I am greatly 
concerned fer your salvation! — ^I am greatly con- 
cerned for your salvation r* And, with another 
friendly grasp, he left the forge, remounted his 
hi^rse, and hastened home. *' That," said the black- 
smith, describing the incident, not long afterwards, 
as the turning-point of his life, " that was the un- 
answerable argument — ^I could not gainsay thatP 
All who see Mrs. Winslow feel, in her earnest heart- 
melting appeals, the power of that argument. 

Baxter, in his " Saints' Rest," stimulating the soul 
to new attainments in the heavenly lite, gives this 
counsel : — ** Let thy foith take hold of thy heart, and 
show it the sumptuous buildings of thine eternal hab- 
itation, and the glorious ornaments of thy Father's 
house, even the mansions Christ is preparing, and 
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the honors of His kingdom ; let thy faith lead thy 
heart into the presence of Grod, and as near as thou 
possibly canst, and say to it, * Behold Him ! Here is 
an object worthy of thy love I here thou shouldst 
pour out thy soul in love ! here it is impossible to 
love too much.' This is He who hath loaded thee 
with His benefits, * spread thy table in the sight of 
thine enemies, and made thy cup overflow.' This is 
He whom angels and saints praise, and the ' heavenly 
hosts for ever magnify.' Open thus his excellences 
to thy heart, till the holy fire of love begins to kindle 
in thy breast. And if thou feelest thy love not yet 
bum, lead thy heart further, and show it Him who 
was dead and is alive for evermore. Draw near, and 
behold Him. Dost thou not hear his voice? He 
that bade Thomas come near and see the print of 
the nails, and put his finger into His wounds, Hb 
calls to thee, saying, * Come near, and view the Lord 
thy Saviour, and be not faithless, but believing : 
Peace be unto thee ; fear not, it is I.' Look well 
upon Him. Dost thou not know Him ? Or, if thou 
knowest Him not by the fece, the voice, the hands — 
thou may est know Him by the heart: that soul- 
jtitying heart is His ; it can be none but His ; love 
and compassion are its certain signatures ; this is He 
who chose thy life before His own, who pleads His 
blood before His Father, and makes continual inter- 
cession for thee. And is not here fuel enough for 
love to feed on ? Doth not thy throbbing heart stop 
here to ease itseli^ and, like Joseph, seek for a place 
9 
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to weep Id t" One of Mn. Winriow's favorite ex- 
prcmioDfii and not less special joys, is, *^ taking walks 
abovtf^ — such walks as Richard Baxter foand to be 
his daily strength and rest " Only think of this,^ 
we find her wriiing (Februnry 10, 1840) to -a tried 
saint : ** Jesus is above, and is ready to welcome yoa 
home. Let us hourly realize this — ^realize heaven, 
with all its glories. What rapture to fiill at His feet, 
and to hear him say, * Come, ye blessed of my 
Father r Oh, that the saints of God would live 
more in the anticipation of the glory that awaits 
them! There is much of heaven to be enjoyed 
even on earth.** And, another day, she says : — ^^ My 
soul seems swallowed up in God. I feel heaven so 
near, that I am almost in the actual presence. Yes, 
Jesus is above. Our own Joseph Hves." 

One autumn morning a traveller left Geneva to as- 
cend the Grand Saleve. A thick mist enveloped the 
valley as he began the steep ascent Mounting by a 
zigzag path in the fsuoe of the hill, he suddenly 
emerged into a briUiant sunshine — a sea of mist, as 
smooth as a chalcedony, still covering all beneath. 
The chime of the village-bells, the lowing of the 
oxen, the busy hum of industry, came up from tl)e 
valley, as if they were things of another sphere ; and 
yet but a brief moment suflSced to carry down this 
denizen of this mountain-sunshine into the region of 
mist and of earnest life. Mrs. Winslow's ^* walks 
above" resemble that morning's ascent into the Al- 
pine sunshine. Not sentimental journeys into the 
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regions of romance, but ckscasioDS of refd oommunion 
with her living God — they bring her down into these 
scenes of mist^ encircled with a fresh halo of heavenly 
buoyancy and joy. " Oh, may a view of the bless- 
ings awaiting us," she writes on ope of those occa- 
sions, ^ encourage our hearts to press on to know 
more and more of the power of Christ's resurrection 
in our souls, that we may manifest it by a holy walk 
and conversation before a gainsaying world ! Let it 
be your chief work, and occupy your best thoughts. 
Look not behind, but press forward. Heaven . is 
worth living for, and it is worth dying for." 

Another of the lessons which she learns, in these 
'* walks above," is — an ever-freshening confidence 
toward the Lord. " When I go," she writes, " to 
the throne of grace, I caonot be satisfied unless I feel 
I have the ear of God. I cannot be happy, if I have 
not communion with Him whom my soul loveth. 
Go, under all circumstances, and tell Him all. Oh, 
keep an open heart with the Saviour of sinners." And 
again : — "' Let us live more in holy familiarity with 
Jesus. Nothing is too much beneath His notice. As 
dear old John Newton says, * If the buzzing of a fly 
is an annoyance to us, it is our privilege to carry it 
to Jesus; " 

And another lesson is — an ever-deepening hatred 
of sin. *' I think that in general," she says, '^ we do 
but take too superficial a view of what sin is in the 
sight of God, a holy Gk)d, and we do not suflSdently 
examine our hearts by His holy law. Such a view 
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of whit an is would make ud cfing closer to the 
cross of Christ; it would send us oftener to the 
atoiiiii|r blood for cleansing, and endear to us the 
worth and preciousness of a throne of grace. It 
would also keep us from being mere yea-and-nay 
Christians, or half-hearted Christians. A slight, im- 
perfect knowledge of what sin is, leads to almost 
ereiy evil into which a Christian is liable to fiill.'** 
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** Thon teachest b j temptation, 
By weary vigilfl kept, 
By deep and earnest conflicts, 
By troubled slumbers slept** 



The Egyptian statne— Tocal by sun's rays— life-harp^*' Hearsay 

Christians**— An ** unknown God**— The "earthly house** crumbling 

—Fainting fit— « None like Jesus'*—" Best time**— Illness— " Not yet** 

' — " Something more to learn**— Port in Tiew— " Pin by pin**— Heaven 

ft place— **Deiiy Ghrist*s humanity**— Snare. 

It is fabled of an Egyptian statue, that, when the 
sun rose upon it, the stciDgs within became Tocal 
It is no fable, that no sooner does the Sun of Right- 
eousness rise on the statue-like religiousness of the 
poor formalist, than the heart's life-harp is attuned 
to a heaTen]y melody of praise. Herself rejoicing in 
the happy joys of the heavenly life, Mrs. Winslow 
seems to yearn with a new compassion over the life- 
less form. " Oh, how few," we have her writing, 
^ really know God ! I meet with many hearsay 
Christians, who have heard of Jesus with the hearing 
of the ear, but who have no personal acquaintance 
with Him. They have never come to Christ as poor, 
wretched, blind and naked; and, therefore, they 
know nothing of that peace which the application of 
the atoning blood alone can impart They have 
never come in contact with Christ They only be- 
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li6T6 what othen say of Him, and know nothing of 
a bkned reoognitioo— a onenen and a holy inter- 
oonne between Jeans and the poor sinner^ saved by 
sovereign grace and everlasting love." 

And^ on another occasion, she adds: — ^^What 
communion can a formalist have with God? He 
regolariy says his prayers, but it is to an unknown 
God. There is no response, no interchange df feel- 
ing — above all, of love. There is no answer from 
the Lord, no bending down <^ His ear, no lifting up 
of His countenance, no cheering welcome. And the 
formalist is satisfied; — ^he does what he thinla his 
duty ; he repeats his lifeless, heartless, meaningless 
prayers, and thinks he has done well ; — and so he 
lives and dies with a lie in his right hand.** 

The soul's ^ dark cottage** is now crumbling down. 
^ I have had one of my alarming &inting fits,** she 
writes, in the autumn of 1851, ** and oflen think I 
may go off in one of them. God be praised for all 
His love-tokens. These visitations are nothing more. 
The oftener the gold is put into a furnace, the more 
the dross is consumed, and the brighter it shines. In 
the trial, we cling closer to Jesus ; we see more of 
His loving heart, and imbibe more of His lovely 
image. We cannot come into close contact with 
Christy and not get good. Touch but the hem of 
His garment, and virtue flows." And, somewhat 
later : — ^I have been feeble ; but this I must expect 
according to the course of thiogs in this changing, 
fading world. Oh, to live upon Jesus — ^to live for 
Him — and, in a measure, even now to live with Him ! 
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It is a narrow road the followers of Christ walk ; but 
it is the footpath He Himself travelled,, and it is a 
great honor put upon a follower of Him to tread in 
the same. In all my helplessness I lean upon Him. 
There is none like Jesus, the once despised Nazarene, 
who trod this earth in loneliness and poverty, de- 
spised and rejected of meu. The honors of this poor 
world are not worth a thought. May the Lord keep 
you more than merely satisfied; may you always 
rejoice that He has called you to take up a cross for 
Him who bore so heavy a one for you, that you 
may hereafter, after a little while, wear a crown ! I 
am increasingly feeble. Humanly speaking, I think 
this will be my last summer on eartL Well, be it 
so ; the Lord knows the best time,«nd He will take 
care of His own," 

This summer, an illness seizes her, which seems 
to intimate that ere very long the day-tabernacle 
must be " dissolved." But a respite is given. " * Not 
yet I' said the ^viour," she writes, September 24, 
1853 ; ^' ' a little longer trial and conflict in the wil- 
derness.' I have something more to learn of my 
helplessness and weakness. It is but a little, and we 
shall pass away; all our sicknesses, trials, and dis- 
appointments are needful to fit us for it I have, 
through a long-protracted life, waded through much 
tribulation; and now I feel that I have not had one 
sorrow amiss. The port is almost in y\e% and how 
pleasant it looks I" 

The " abundant entrance" is not to be much longer 
delayed. '* Shall soon be with Jesus," she says, one 

< 
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daj, about ft woi^k afterwards, as the port at laat 
heaves actually io view—** shall see Him ikoe to fiioe. 
Oh, the glorious prospect T Ajod again : ** I am so 
happy — I cannot tell how happy I am I Not a mffle^ 
not a cloud. I wish you to keep my pow wandering 
mind filed U))on that one blessed tmth — Christ's 
j^lorious n»un«otion ; for, if Christ rose again and is 
alive, I shall certainly rise and live with Wm for ever." 

Another day, she says : ** Oh, how gradoosly the. 
Lord is taking down the tent, pin by pin ! Wliat an 
eventful life mine has been ! I have lived mach in 
camp, and have seen the tents stmok, and the regi- 
mt^nt move offl Such is hie. Jesua is all to my sooL 
OK, how I realise His presence I I have a fioll view 
of ilim at this moment Heaven is a reality. We 
mvscity heaven ; it iiS a place. Iliere is a service in 
heaven ^r Christ. I wonder if we shall not go over 
our eventful lives in heaven f I think vre shalL" 

*^ I ^U** she says, on another occaaian, ** that one 
reiuoa why many real Christians do^not go on their 
way ivjoicinj^, is, that they deify the humanity of 
Cbrir^t J«*«»is b the very same Jesoa now that He 
wss wben Ue walked the streets of Jerusalem. 
Though His body is glorified. He is not altered. Hia 
heart is ^ili the same, fiill of sympathy and love, 
j^v to li2>teQ to all we have to say to Him, and to 

Jo ^^ ^^ ^'^ ^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^ ^ ^'^^ possible 

*» MwiJt weitchty words t Jesus is €rod — veiy 

Gg '] . b^t Ho is alao man — ^very man: and to deifip' 

His ^f*,unii"^'^^' ^* ^ ^*^^ Him of .^^ *- - - 
the An ..|J of nin bvKly the CburA 



CHAPTER VIII. 

** I MOt b7 flittb, my hoi/ home aboya, 
Jerusalem I 
Adorned bo richly, by tny Saviour^ love, 
With pearl and gem. 

I long to enter the eternal gates, 

And sin no more ; 
BIy beet and sweetest praise snspended waits 

For that glad honr. 

Then shall my harp possess no broken string, 

My song to mar ; 
And In the everlasttttg praise I bring, 

Ko note shall Jar.** 

William Carey— A " worm*'— The mother— The Black Biyer— A stmg^ 
gle— "Our sins'*— The Trinity— Sunshine— The glory— "Bee Him as 
He Is"— "Olose Intimaotes with Jesus"— Not a single oloud— ''AU 
real"— "A cloudless death*'— "I see TH>a"—OonolttSion—" First 
Joy In heaven.** 

Wbbv William Oarej was dying, he directed that 
on his tomb there should be engraven this epitaph— 

WIJiLIAM OARBY, 
Born 1761. 
Btbd 

" A guilty, weak, and helpless worm, 
On thy kind anns I fall." 

Not less s^lf-renouicing is Mrs. Winslow. '' I shall 
enter heaven,^' she says, on one of those closing days, 
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« poor ainnor Mved by graoe. I seem to hare done 
nothing §» the Lord, who has done so much for me." 
Itemtnded of her eelf-denjing labors, especially far 
her fiunily, and of the Ueesing which had come upon 
them, she replies eageriy : ''Ah! faithless, fitithten 
hare I been to my trust, 

«« «Kolhiikg In mj bind I brinft 
BiiDpl/ to thy crcMi I cling.' 

I think many Christians dishonor Christ by refusing 
to obey Him. Whatever your hands find to do, do 
it with your mig^t^ 

like Christian in the Black River, a conflict inter- 
venes. ** Oh, pray for me,** she says, at eaify dawn, 
one morning, *^ pray for me ! I am under a cloud. 
Oh, what a night of conflict I have passed — a con- 
flict with death, hell, ind the grave ! The enemy 
would conquer me, if he could.** ^ It is one thing," 
she proceeds, ^ to talk of death ; it is quite another 
thing, when it becomes a reality, to grapple with it 
It is an easy thiug to ^ak of the war in the East — 
perhaps to plan an attack upon the enemy ; but it is 
quite a difierent thing to be in the heat of the con- 
flict, the mighty foe contondiug with you foot by 
foot Some go out of the world without a fear ; but 
they know not and feel not the magnitude of sin. To 
have one^ sins all in review before the mind's eye, 
and eternity in view — this is reality, and it needs the 
Tbinity to comfiHt and support the sinking soul.*' 

But the sun shines forth once more. ^ The gloom 
has all passed," is her joyful exclamation, not long 
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afterwards, '*and I have a full view of the glory 
whioh awaits me. Oh, the hope of hearcn ! when 
•hall I be there ? To see Jesus, once a Man of Sor- 
rows, now enthroned — that very same Jesus who was 
upon earth, and who so «ften has spoken words of 
comfort when others could not comfort I" 

Disclosing the secret at once of her holy living 
and of her holy dyings she whispers, another day, to 
one who is watching at hec side : — *^Keep close in- 
timacies with Jesus. We must live upon Christ, and 
we must die upon Christ." And again : — " Little 
faith will bring the soul to heaven ; groat faith will 
bring heaven into the soul. I am passing away; 
but not a single cloud veils Christ from ay view. I 
seem as if Christ were beokoniog me to come, saying, 
♦ Why do you delay ? Come up hither.' " 

The bar is now reached, and she is to enter her 
haven.* *'Note this,'' she says, on her closing morn- 
ing : ** there is a buoyancy, a vitality in the principle 
of the renewed soul, which, in dying, cannot be de- 
pressed. The more the body decays and sinks, the 
higher it rises to its native heaven." And again : — 
^ I am longing to depart and to be with Christ* All 
is real I long to end this mortal struggle. 

" * Jesu, lover of my soul, 
Let mo to thy bosom fly.* " 

Too feeble now almost to articulate a word, she 
looks one of her sons steadily in the face, and, lifting 
her hand, points upwards. Like the martyr Ridley, 
•he has lived so near heaven, that, now that she is dy- 
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ing, tte Lm not &r to ga Her Toice regaining far a 
moment ito strength, slie exclaima, calmly and firmly 
— ^ a cloudless death ! a cloudless death ! a cloudlaaa 
death r Then a still interval — and, as life seems 
ebbing insensibly away, she whispers — ^ I see Thee I 
—I st*e Thee ! — I we Thoe !" " What do yoa eee f* 
inquires a tivmulous voice. ^I see TKeeP onoe 
more whispeca the expiring saint; ^*I see THxsr* 
A few moments longer — and she is with her Lobd. 

** When that happy era begins, 

WlkODf arrayed in thy glories, I shine^ 
Nor griovo any more, by my sins, 
Tlio Ixwom on wliich I rpcline: 

then shall the veil bo removed, 

And round me tliy brightness be poured; 

1 slitdl meet Him whom absent I loved, 

I shall see whom vmsoen I adored." 

Such was tliis honored woman in her life and in 
her death. " My first joy in heaven," said she, on 
one of tlioee last days, *^ will be to see Jbsus.'' And, 
on her closing evenii^, she added — ^^The glory of 
heaven is Christ.^' Header! is that your heaven t 
You can easily judge, by this simple teat— ** Do you 
love the society of Jesus now ?'' If you do, then 
your heaven is already begun ; but if not — ^if Chriat 
be an unwelcome guest in your heart and in your 
home, the heaven of the Bible ia no heaven for you 
— ^you have a religion for time but no religion for 
eternity* And shidl it be always so t 
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